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ISLES OF THE AMAZONS.
BY JOAQUIN MILLER.

PART V.

‘Well, we have threaded through and through
The gloaming forests. Fairy Isles,
Begirt in God’s eternal smiles,
As fallen stars in fields of blue;
Some futile wars with subtile love
That mortal never vanquished yet,
Some symphonies by angels set
In wave below, in bough above,
‘Were yours and mine ; but here adieu.

And if it come to pass some days
That you grow weary, sad, and you
Lift up deep eyes from dusty ways
Of mart and moneys, to the blue
And pure cool waters, isle and vine,
And bathe you there, and then arise
Refreshed by one fresh thought of mine,
T rest content ; I kiss your eyes,
1 kiss your hair in my delight :
I kiss my hand to say ¢ Good night.”
May love be thine by sun or moon,
May peace be thine by stormy way
Through all the darling days of May,
Through all the genial days of June,
To golden days that die in smiles
Of sunset on the blessed Isles.

JHAT way is familiar when journeyed in first ?
The new roads are rugged, the pilgrimage hard ;
No storied names lure you, nor deeds as they erst

Allured you in songs of the gray Scian bard.
VoL. X., N.S. 1873. B
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But when spires shall shine on the Amazon’s shore,
From temples of God, and time shall have rolled

Like a scroll from the border the limitless wold ;
When the tiger is tamed, and the mono no more

Swings over the waters to chatter and call
To the crocodile sleeping in rushes and fern ;
When cities shall gleam, and their battlements burn
In the sunsets of gold, where the cocoa-nuts fall :

And the mountains flash back from their mantles of snow
The reflection of splendours from tower and dome
Of temples where art has established a home

More royal than aught that the moderns may show :

*Twill be something to lean from the stars and to know
That the engine, red-mouthing with turbulent tongue,
The white ships that come, and the cargoes that go,
We invoked them of old when the nations were young :

*Twill be something to know that we named them of old—
That we said to the nations,- Lo ! here is the fleece
That allures to the rest, and the perfectest peace,

With its foldings of sunlight shed mellow like gold :

That we were the Carsons in kingdoms untrod,
We followed the trail through the rustle of leaves,
We stood by the waves where solitude weaves
Her garments of mosses, and lonely as God :

That we have made venture when singers were young,
Inviting from Grecia, from long-trodden lands
That are easy of journeys, and holy from hands

Laid upon by the Masters when giants had tongue :

Yea, rugged the hills, and most hard of defeat
Are the difficult journeys to bountiful song,
Through places not hallowed by fame, and the feet
Of the classical singers, made sacred to song.
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Than to dream for a day, then awake for an age,
And to walk through the world like a ghost, and to start,
Then suddenly stop, with the hand to the heart

Pressed hard, and the teeth set savage with rage.

» * » » * *

The clouds are above us, and snowy and cold,
And what is beyond but the steel-gray sky,
And the still far stars that twinkle and lie

Like the eyes of a love or delusions of gold !

Ah! who would ascend? The clouds are above.
Aye ! all things perish ; to rise is to fall.

And alack for loving, and alas for love,
And alas that there ever are lovers at all.

And alas for a heart that is left forlorn !
If you live you must love ; if you love, regret—
It were better, perhaps, we had never been born,
Or better, at least, we could well forget.

And yet, after all, it is harder to die
Of a broken up heart than one would suppose. . . .
The clouds blow on, and we see that the rose

Of heaven is born of a turbulent sky.

» ‘w » * * »

The singer stood forth in the fragrance of wood,
But not as alone, and he chid in his heart,
And subdued his soul, and assumed his part
With a passionate will, in the palms where he stood ;

Then he reached his hand, like to one made strong
In a strange resolve to a questionable good,
And he shook his hair, made free from his mood,

Forgot his silence and resumed his song :
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~ She is sweet as the breath of the Castile rose,
She 25 warm to the heart as a world of wine,

And as nich to behold as the rose that grows
With its red heart bent to the tide of the Rhine.

o

“ O hot blood born of the heavens above !
I shall drain her soul, I shall drink her up.

I shall love with a searching and merciless love,
I shall sip her lips as the brown bees sup

* From the great gold heart of the buttercup !
I shall live and love ! I shall have my day.

Let the suns fall down or the moons rise up,
And die in my ﬁmq and who shall gainsay ?

‘“What boots me the battles that I have fought
With self for honour? My brave resolve ;
And who takes note? The senses dissolve

In a sea of love, and the land is forgot.

““ And the march of men and the drift of ships,
And the dreams of fame, and desires for gold.
They shall go for aye, as a tale that is told,

Nor divide for a day my lips from her lips.

‘“ And a knight shall rest, and none shall say nay,
In a green Isle washed by an arm of the seas,
And walled from the world by the white Andes,

For the years are of age and can go their way.”

The sentinel stood on the farthermost land,

And shouted aloud to the shadowy forms. . . .

““ He comes,” she cried, * in the strength of storms,”
And struck her shield, and, her sword in hand,
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She cried, “ O Queen of the sun-kissed Isle,
He comes as a wind comes, blown from the seas,
In a cloud of canoes, on the curling breeze,
With his shields of tortoise and of crocodile,

“ He is girt in copper, with silver spears,
With flint-tipped arrows and bended bows,

To take our blood, though we-give him tears,
And to flood our Isle in a world of woes.”

She rushed her down where the white tide ran,
She breasted away where the breakers reeled,
She shook her sword at the foeman’s van,
And beat, as the waves beat, sword on shield.

She dared them come like a storm of seas,
To come as the winds come fierce and frantic—
As sounding down to the far Atlantic,

And sounding away to the deep Andes.

Sweeter than swans are a maiden’s graces !
Sweeter than fruits are the kisses of morn !
Sweeter than babes is a love new-born,

But sweeter than all are a love’s embraces.

She slept at peace in the holy places,
Sacred alone to the splendid Queen ;
She slept in peace in the opaline

Hush and blush of the tropic graces.

And bound about by the twining glory,

Vine and trellis in the vernal morn,

As still and as sweet as a babe new-born,
The brown Queen listens to the old new story.
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But hark ! her sentry’s paésionate words,

The sound of shields, and the clash of swords !
And slow she comes with her head on her breast,
And her two hands held as to plead for rest.

Where, O where, are the Juno graces ?
Where, O where, is the glance of Jove,

When the Queen comes forth from the sacred places,
Hidden away in the heart of the grove ?

They rallied around as of old—they besought her,
With swords to the sun and the sounding shield,
To lead them again to the glorious field,
So sacred to Freedom ; and, breathless, they brought her

Her buckler and sword, and her armour all bright
With a thousand gems enjewelled in gold.
She lifted her head with the look of old,

For an instant only ; with all of her might

She strove to be strong and majestic again :
She bared them her arms and her ample breast,
They lifted her armour, they strove their best
To clasp it about her ; but they strove in vain.

It closed no more, but clanged on the ground,

Like the fall of a king, with an ominous sound,

And she cried, * Alas ! "—and she smote her breast—
* For the nights of love and the noons of rest.”

And her warriors wondered ; but they stood apart,
And trailed their swords, and subdued their eyes
To earth in sorrow and in hushed surprise,

And forgot themselves in their pity of heart.
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“ O Isles of the Sun,” cried the 51ue-eyed youth,
“ (O Edens new-made and let down from above !
Be sacred to peace and to passionate love,

Made happy in tears and made holy with truth.

“ O gardens of God, new-planted below !
Shall rivers be red? Shall day be night?”

And he stood in the wood with his face to the foe,
And apart with his buckler and sword for the fight.

But the fair Isle filled with the fierce invader ;
He formed on the strand, he lifted his spears,
Where never was man for years and for years,
And moved on the Queen. She lifted and laid her

Finger-tip to her lips. And O sweet
Was the song of love, and the song new-born,
That the minstrel blew in the virgin morn,
Away where the trees and the soft sands meet.

The strong men leaned and their shields let fall,
And slowly they moved with their trailing spears,
And heads bowed down as if bent with years,

And an air of gentleness over them all.

And the men grew glad as the song ascended,

They leaned their lances against the palms,

And they reached their arms as to reach for alms,
And the Amazons came—and their reign was ended.

They reached their arms to the arms extended,
Put by their swords, and no more seemed sad,
But moved as the men moved, tall and splendid—

Mingled together, and were all made glad.

Then the Queen stood tall, as of old she had stood,
With her face to the sun and her breast to the foe ;
Then moved like a king, unheeding and s\ow,
And aside to the singer in the fringe of the wood.
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She led him forth, and she bade him sing :

Then bade him cease ; and the gold of his hair

She touched with her hands ; she embraced him there,
Then lifted her voice and proclaimed him King.

And the men made fair in their new-found loves,

They all cried “ King ! ” and again and again,

Cried “ Long may they live, and long may they reign,
And be true to their loves as the red-billed doves :

‘ Ay, long may they live, and long may they love,
And their blue-eyed babes with the years increase,
And we all have love, and we all have peace,

While the seas are below or the sun is above.

¢ Let the winds blow fair and the fruits be gold,
And the gods be gracious to King and Queen,
While the tides are gray or the Isles are green,

Or the moons wax new, or the moons wane old !”

Finis.



LEAVES FROM A LOST DIARY.
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, AUTHOR OF “KITTY,” “ DR. JACOB,” &.

Fune 15th, Morning.

T is hardly light, and yet I am up and dressed, counting with
anxious heart the hours that must elapse before my husband’s
return.  All night long I lay awake, trying to see some way
of escape out of the misery and shame before me; but

could discover none. Before nightfall he will be here, and will have
learned all from my own lips. As I look at myself in the glass I
start back, horrified at the ghost of the once happy creature I used
to see there. Will Harry recognise in this woe-begone, hollow-eyed
spectre the young wife he left a few months ago? Were my hair
only grey I should look quite old.

How shall I tell him? In the first hour of his home-coming, or a
little later, when we sit before the fire in the twilight? Will he send
me away from him, and bid me never cross his path again? Will he
let me stay in his home still, his wife in name, in all else his burden,
his curse, his enemy? I do not know; I have never yet seen my
husband angry.

As I look back I can recall the beginning of temptation. We had
been married only a few months when we went to London, and
Harry introduced me to his friends and relations. He was not rich,
and in marrying a country vicar’s daughter without a penny had
affronted his own family, who had hitherto boasted of having no
poor relations belonging to them. I was now that poor relation.
“Put on all your finery,” he said to me a day or two before my
introduction was to take place ; “my cousin John’s wife is a grand
personage, and I do not wish her to say that I have married a dowdy.”
I ransacked my poor little wardrobe with dismay. What else could
I be buta dowdy? I cried with vexation as I saw how poor a figure
I should make at Lady Mary’s in my cheap silk dress and coral
ormaments. No; to go in such attire was impossible. I sat on my
trunk, debating in my mind which of two things was best to do—to

&go sullenly to Harry and say that unless he could give me some
money for a new dress I must stay at home, or, what was mach
easier, to procure a dress and jewels without saying anything about the
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with a clog of debt round my neck ; and moreover, it would be dis-
honourable. The best thing we can do is to give up housekeeping
for the present. You can stay with your father ; I will ask to be sent
abroad again for a few months ; and by this means we may set things
straight in time. Take what books and clothes you like with you to
the vicarage, because all the other things will, of course, be sold.”

I stood aghast.

“ Have you anything better to suggest?” he asked in the same
calm voice.

“Oh! Harry, must we be separated after this long absence ? Must
you give up that appointment ?” I asked wjth suppressed tears.

“I am sure it is better that we should be separated,” he answered ;
‘““and as to the appointment, I would rather lose the viceroyalty of
India than go about borrowing money to pay my wife’s debts with.
No, Lucy, we have a little pride left us yet.”

With that he turned to go, looking back on the threshold to add :
““You had better apprise your father of your arrival by telegraph, and
go to-night.”

“Won’t to-morrow do ?” I said. “My father will think something
terrible has happened by such a sudden appearance.”

“ And has nothing terrible happened? Such as the truth is, we
must look it in the face. We are ruined, Lucy.”

He took out his watch.

‘Tt is now quite early, only mid-day. You can surely pack your
clothes by six o’clock, when I will be back, if possible, to take you
to the station. I must go out at once.”

He went away, and in less than two hours I got the following
letter :—

“ DEArR Lucy,—It is impossible for me to be home soon enough
to see you off. Your maid will do it very well. I enclose twenty
pounds, and will send you as much more in two months’ time: but
please make it last as long as that. I have telegraphed to your
sister. God bless you. “ HARRY.”

I read over those three kind words—* God bless you !” again and
again, trying to console myself with them for the severity of the rest.
Was my punishment greater than I deserved? No; how could that
be, after deceiving him as I had done? I felt rather that if he went
for a year without forgiving me I should still have no right to
complain; but I longed to say that, to have his assurance that
by-and-by all would be with us as of old. I could not bear the

thought that anothcer long parting was before us; and, as yet, I had
&eid nothing about my shame and sorrow.
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With these last comforting words she left me, and after having
written for an hour I feel as if I could go to sleep. When I am
happy again I shall not want to keep a diary, but during Harry's
absence I feel it like a friend in sympathy with me. I dared not speak
of my troubles to any one. If things never do come right between us
two I will keep what I have written, and Harry will read it when I am
dead and forgive me.

Fune 28th.

How dreary and unfamiliar seems the old home life to me now !
What happens one day happens the next, and no more important
event ever takes place than an invitation to the neighbouring rectory
or a village funeral. I wonder at Janey’s cheerfulness as she gets up
every morning to the same dull round of duties—helping in the Sun-
day school, reading to the old women, attending to her garden, and
so on. She never seems to think that there is another world outside
this—a world of bouquets and music, balls and operas; and looks
distressed whenever I recall it. ‘Try to make yourself happy with
simple pleasures,” she says to me again and again, “and in helping
others. There is the secret of a really contented mind.” What
simple pleasures can I make myself happy with? And what
can I do to help others—I mean Harry? Janey has racked her
brain to discover some method of earning money, and the only
one we have hit upon will bring in just twenty-five pounds
a year—that is, by having the little girls of some neighbours here
every day to teach. At first Janey would not hear of my helping
her ; Harry would be vexed, she said ; but I insisted upon teaching
music, for which Harry had given me masters in London ; and now
we teach three dull children every morning for the sake of ten
shillings a week ! The only thing I can smile at is the contrast
between our ambition and our achievement. I dare not let poor
Janey see this, for she is always hopeful.

I wish I could be happy, but I never wake in the morning without
longing that the day was already at an end. We have prayers at eight
o’clock, then breakfast, teach and do parish work till dinner-time, after
which we sit in the summer-house with eur books and needlework.
On Sundays we put on our best clothes and go twice to church. This
is our ordinary life, and in spite of father’s kindness and Janey’s devo-
tion, I weary of it—I almost hate it.

And all this time Harry does not write !

To-night Janey came into our room pale and trembling. I was

sitting on the bed in the twilight—we go to bed so early that we
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down, Janey kissing her hand to us from the breakfast-parlour,
which she was putting in order.

““Dear Janey !” father said ; “ never was a more devoted child than
she.” Then he turned to me and said, as if apologising for what
looked like reproach, “ And you, Lolo, have always been good to
your father.” We clasped each other’s hands, and were both full ef
thoughts we hardly knew how to utter. At last father began, now in
a voice that was heavy with tears:

“You must try henceforth to be as good to your husband, my dear.
I don’t ask more of you ”

“Oh, father! How can I make amends for what I have done?
and if I could, Harry would never forgive me.”

“Lolo, I know it is very hard to make amends for wrong doing;
but amends must be made—first to God, then to our fellow-creatures,
without thinking of their forgiveness towards ourselves. Your
husband has indeed cause to be angry.”

“ But surely not to be angry always, father?” I said, passionately.
“What I did was done without thinking; I never meant to ruin him.”

“It is no excuse for sin that we rush into it, wilfully blind to the
consequences.”

“ Oh | father, do you call my folly a sin?”

“Folly is sin,” father went on, “and the least wise of us have
rules of conduct imprinted on our hearts by God that we cannot
violate without knowing it. But I do not want to chide you, Lolo;
I only want you to see that your husband’s anger is justifiable.”

“How can I soften it?” I cried in the same vehement tone. “He
does not write, he does not come, he gives me no opportunity of
telling him what I feel ”—

“Listen, Lolo, I have thought of a plan for bringing you two
together again. I have made up my mind to go to London to-
morrow morning, taking what money I have with me. I shall see
your husband ; I shall tell him—shall I not?—that you want to go
back to him, to share his anxieties and privations, and to be hence-
forth his good, true, helpful wife.”

Here Janey called us to breakfast, and nothing more was said
then about the proposed journey till I told her of it on our way to
church. She merely said :—

¢ Father is sure to do what is kind and wise.”

Then we went through the day’s duties as usual, teaching the
catechism in the Sunday school, Janey leading the choir, I playing
the harmonium ; then coming home to cold dinner afterwards, and
quicet reading in the garden. On the whole it was a cheerful day.
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taking Janey's arm, set out ; I, carrying his little bag, walked on the
other side. I guessed all now. His mission must have failed, or he
would have spoken at first.

When we were safe out of hearing he stopped a moment, took
each of us by the hand, and said in a trembling voice, “ God bless
you, my children. I have done my best, but that has failed.
You must comfort each other.”

We walked home very sadly. On the threshold my father took
me in his arms and kissed me, unable to speak. I knew what he
wanted to say—dear father |

It was a bitter day. I cannot bear to write of it.

Later, Janey told me that father had seen Harry, and that he had
coldly, though courteously, refused his money, and also his mediations
on my behalf. What exactly took place between the two we never
knew, but I felt sure, from the little my father said, that Harry must
have behaved to him in a proud, hard manner. How could I help
resenting such behaviour? The more I thought of it the more I
blamed my husband, and the less I felt disposed to make any more
attempts at reconciliation.

December 1st.

Weeks and months have passed, bringing nothing but trouble.
That journey to London made our father very ill, and, though
he got over it, he has never been the same since. Sometimes
Janey and I fear that he will have to give up the Sunday duties
altogether, in which case we must engage a curate, a great expense
to us. His memory seems to be going gradually, and we sit nervously
through the services, dreading lest he should make some painful
blunder. The poor people are very good, and do not grumble when
the sermon is omitted, or when Farmer Jones reads the lessons;
but of course this cannot go on much longer. Yesterday a child was
buried, and at the last moment Janey had to send off for a neigh-
bouring clergyman to officiate, the funeral having to wait till he came.
To-day there is a baptism, and very likely that will have to be put off
too. Poar Janey’s hair has grown grey with so many anxieties. And
I feel sometimes as if I ought to wish myself dead, being the occa-
sion of them all.

Meantime, Harry has only written two short letters; in the first
he said that he had so far settled affairs as to be able to accept the
temporary post abroad he had before filled; and in the second,
which came a few months later, and which was more cheerful in tone,

that he was gradually paying off our debt, and hoped to be clear in
two years’ time.
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London train was to come. I never heard the garden gate click
without expecting him.

Nothing has happened, as I thought. A short, cold note came to-
day from my husband, saying that, under the circumstances, it is
better he should fetch me as soon as possible, and that he hopes to

" be here by Christmas. This is all. Not a word to intimate that his
heart is softening towards me.

* * * » * * »

We were just sitting down to our poor little Christmas dinner,
decorated with holly in honour of our single guest, the neighbouring
curate, who has dined with us since my childhood, when Harry arrived.
As we had heard nothing since that first letter, we had not looked for
him, and Janey and my father were quite ashamed of the poverty of
our Christmas fare. “We would, at least, have had a turkey,” poor
Janey said, trying to improve the appearance of the table, whilst
father went to the door, and received our visitor with grave cere-
moniousness. I drew back trembling and weeping. He came in
calmly, kissed me on the cheek, shook hands cordially with the
others ; then we reseated ourselves at the dinner-table, as if nothing
had happened.

“It is but poor fare we have to offer you, sir,” my father said.
““ Had you apprised us of your coming, we should have killed the
fatted calf for so welcome a guest.” This formal speech put every-
thing wrong, and poor Janey, in trying to improve matters, only made
them worse. We got through the dreary little dinner as best we
could ; after that, things mended a little. When my father rose to go
to his study, Harry seemed to notice for the first time how feeble and
changed he was, and, with a touched expression, gave him his arm.
The two talked a little, then Harry came back to me.

“ Lucy,” he said, “I have told your father that I am sorry for
having been hard upon you. Let us think no more of the past, but
make the best we can of the present.”

He immediately began talking of his plans for the future, and said
that he must return in two days’ time, as our presence in London
was necessary. I tried again and again to bring him to talk of our-
selves, but I saw that he had steadfastly set his face against anything
like an explanation. And as it did not come then, it is not likely to
come at all. Ah, me! can I show in my life what Harry has never

allowed me to express in words, the remorse that makes me at times
fee/ miserable in the midst of our prosperity? Will he ever know
oW sorry I am for the suffering I have caused?
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It was very hard to leave my father and Janey. They had shared my
troubles, but were to have no part in my good fortune. They are
very proud, and though we have urged them to share of our abun-
dance, they will not do so. They are too high- spmted to accept
anything from the man their Lucy has wronged.

This is another reason why as yet I find our new wealth rather a
dreary thing. I have always in my mind’s eye the picture of my
old home—Janey anxiously trying to eke out the scanty income, my
father growing feebler and feebler and wanting numberless comforts
he cannot have.

But I cannot despair of things coming right in time. My husband
and I are trying our best to do what is right without thinking of our-
selves ; and every day the task seems easier. His old confidence in
me is gradually coming back, and, with that, will not the old affection
come too ?

As I have no longer any secrets from him, I close my diary.



OFFENBACH IN LONDON.

7 ACQUES OFFENBACH, whatever be his merits or
demerits, must certainly be counted among those who
have helped “to increase the public stock of harm-
less pleasure.” Few have enjoyed such a universal
popularity : and the “ Grande Duchesse, ” with its tunes
and situations, was perhaps the best known *thing” of
art or politics in the world. Even the most piquant and
sensational piece of news was scarcely known so well
or travelled over such a distance. During that strange season of
delusion, when emperors and sultans were crowding to Paris, certain
of these august personages were said to have telegraphed on their
journey for a box at the Variétés, where Schneider was reigning.
Setting aside all shaking of heads and sagacious condemnation by the
professors, such enormous success deserves at least recognition, and
the world is the author’s debtor for thus “increasing the public
stock of pleasure.” Rossini, introducing his last work with an affected
modesty, might say that it was neither “in the style of Bach nor
of Offen-bach”—hinting that the first was highest, the last lowest in
the musical scale. Fétis in his great critical work might be
contemptuously arrogant in his judgment of one he considered a mere
musical scribbler.  But still the man who could address all countries
in the one tongue and find it exquisitely relished, and who has
contrived hours of airy enjoyment for the world, is not to be so lightly
dismissed. ’
The Offenbachian opera represents a distinct department of
human enjoyment, and is a development of a particular form of
social “fun.” An observer is present at a party where are wits and
savants deeply skilled in knowledge of human experience and
human nature, and where ¢karacter is made under this treatment to
exhibit itself in a natural and genuine fashion. There he finds a
display of comedy. In another set he hears droll remarks, wild,
spontaneous wit, strange stories and incidents, which make him roar,
and is entertained with farce. But there is a third and rarer kind of
merry meeting, where the performers, in boisterous spirits, become
extravagant—can be content with nothing but the most fax-fetched
and grotesque conceits. Their most effective subjects are of the































34 The Gentleman's Magazine.

reminded the House that “ Mr. Somers and other great men declared
that no person had a right to the throne independent of the consent
of the two Houses.” Mr. Macdonald, the then Attorney-General,
said in the House, on the same evening, that “ The powers of the
Government must be derived from the community at large.” The
Prince of Wales, afterwards George IV., in writing, conceded all that
I contend for, by admitting “That the powers and prerogatives of the
crown are vested there as a trust for the benefit of the people,” and
by saying “that the plea of public utility ought to be strong,
manifest, and urgent, which calls for the extinction or suspension of
any of those essential rights in the supreme power or its repre-
sentative.” I contend that there is strong, manifest, and urgent
ground for the extinction or suspension of the trusteeship at present
permitted in the House of Brunswick. The Honourable Temple
Luttrell, in a speech made in the House of Commons on the 7th
November, 1775, showed that “Of thirty-three Sovereigns since
William the Conqueror, thirteen only have ascended the throne
by divine hereditary right . . . . The will of the people,”
he said, “superseding any hereditary claim to succession, at
the commencement of the twelfth century placed Henry I. on
the throne,” and this subject to conditions as to laws to be made
by Henry. King John was compelled “solemnly to register
an assurance of the ancient rights of the people in a formal manner;
and this necessary work was accomplished by the Congress at Runny-
mede, in the year 1115 . . . Sir, in the reign of Henry IIIL (about
the year 1223), the barons, clergy, and freeholders, understanding
that the King, as Earl of Poictou, had landed some of his continéntal
troops in the western parts of England, with a design to strengthen
a most odious and arbitrary set of Ministers, they assembled in a
Convention or Congress, from whence they despatched deputies to
King Henry, declaring that if he did not immediately send back
those Poictouvians, and remove from his person and councils evil
advisers, they would place upon the throne a prince who should
better observe the laws of the land. Sir, the King not only harkened
to that Congress, but shortly after complied with every article of their
demand, and publicly notified his reformation. Now, sir, what are
we to call that assembly which dethroned Edward II. when the
Archbishop of Canterbury preached a sermon on the text, ¢ 7%e woice
of the people is the voice of Godl” . . . A Prince of the House of Lan-
caster was invited over from banishment, and elected by the people
to the throne, on the fall of Richard II. I shall next proceed to
the general Convention and Congress, which in 1461 enthroned the
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sometimes be the leader of his people, not a continuous dead weight,
only giving way when the pressure was threatening to force away the
obstruction. Mr. Hopkins, who says that fifteen-sixteenths of
the national debt has been created to carry on wars which “ were
sometimes necessary and always popular,” asks how this is to be
made an item in the impeachment of the House of Brunswick. I
may here say that I do not advocate the repudiation of any national
obligation. Iam of opinion that a nation ought to repay to third persons
any moneys it permits a Government to borrow on the national credit.
But I should like to know which of the wars under the Four Georges
Mr. Hopkins considers to have been necessary; and I utterly
deny his “always popular.” I allege with Hallam that treaties were
entered into in the reigns of the first and second Georges solely for
Hanoverian defence and profit, and which engaged England in dis-
advantageous and dishonouring wars. One early act of George I.
was to purchase for the sum of 250,000 Bremen and Verdun.
This £250,000 helped to swell our debt and taxes. But, says Mr.
Hopkins, it was voted by the House of Commons. He forgot to
consider that the vote was procured by the direct falsehood of George 1.
and Lord Carteret; the money being voted nominally as subsidies and
arrears to land forces. This purchase involved us in what proved in
the end a costly quarrel, in which Denmark, Sweden, and Russia
were mixed up. Were the wars in which we plunged under George II.
just or necessary? and, if either of the wars can be justified,
is it not most clearly shown in the Pelham correspondence that they
were conducted in the Hanoverian and not at all in the English
interest? And when Mr. Hopkins says that Parliament voted the
money for these wars, I remind him first, that George II. repeatedly
signed treaties pledging England to the payments of enormous sub-
sidies, and then sent such treaties to England, where a Parliament,
the property of the governing families, endorsed that which even a
free Parliament would have found it difficult to cancel without giving
battle to the monarchy. It is true that the Tories and the *Great
Commoner,” while out of office, repeatedly protested against the
subsidies to German princes, and against the pro-Hanoverian treaties.
Can it be pretended that the war with the American colonies was
just or necessary, or even that it was popular, except with the clergy,
the landed aristocracy, and the Government ? The evidence is over-
whelming that this war was persisted in against even the advice of the
Cabinet Ministers, solely from the wilful wickedness of George 1I1.
I say nothing here of the war with France, which forms one of
the features dealt with in my pamphlet. That after the wars were
entered upon or the” enterprise decided, popular opinion was
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from one fixed price. We found New York a splendid city, though it
scarcely came up to our notions of a second Paris, in spite of the
lengthy Broadway and the grand Fifth Avenue; but we experienced
great kindness at the hands of some of its inhabitants, and after
‘“ doing ” the gold room and a few of the city lions we set to work to
take our passage westwards, which we at last did at one of the many
ticket stores scattered widely over Broadway, easily to be distin-
guished by flaming advertisements outside their doorways, proving
their own line to be the nearest route to every imaginable district,
till at last, after inquiry at a good many, from the gradually decreasing
distance, one begins to hope that, unlike Mahomet's mountain, the
desired spot may at length come to our very feet. We finally decided
on the Erie line, the president of which lately met with such an
untimely fate, and, accordingly, at half-past eight at night we found
ourselves in a Pullman’s sleeping car on board the train. As it was
night when we started we missed the opportunity of seeing the
country we passed through, which has a great reputation for glorious
scenery. When morning came we found the line we took covered
with snow, and till we neared Chicago (a journey of two nights and
one day—goo miles) the same character existed.

It was early in the morning when we rcached Chicago, and our
drive from the railway depdt took us through a scene of the most
disastrous ruin possible to imagine, a chaos of broken bricks, ‘iron
girders, and burnt up safes, filling great pits which were once cellars,
with here and there the shell of a massive building gutted and
blackened, still standing, a relic of former grandeur. In every open
space, however, men were at work building, hammering, and clearing.
Stores had sprung up and were still springing up in every imaginable
quarter—not only wooden ones, but great massive piles of brick
and stone work, had already reared high above the ruins, and
some large buildings were even finished, in spite of the cold and frost
and snow; and whoever sees Chicago in five years’ time, will probably
see a finer city than it ever was before. We were astonished to see
the wooden pavements being put down again, for there are stringent
rules against wooden buildings in the leading streets, and a thing
that struck me more than any other was, that during my stay in
Chicago, where every street had its hundreds of masons hard at work,
there was not a sign of scaffolding or anything outside the buildings
to tell of work going on within; everything being done inside, and
all materials hoisted by pulleys, supported by gigantic beams in the
centre of the works. We stayed here one night to break the

monotony of our lengthy journey, though it occasioned us no fatigue—
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through a capital sheep and cattle country, all of which is occupied.
In the night we passed Colorado City, a miserable little town,
situated in close proximity to the ‘“Garden of the Gods,” a place
much renowned for its beauty and the virtues of its mineral waters,
which bubble up at almost boiling heat, and are supposed to possess
great medicinal power ; so great is their fame that speculators have
already stepped in and purchased every available inch of land, pre-
dicting for the place a great future as a resort for the Eastern multi-
tudes. :

At Pueblo we found the sessions going on, and not even the
most remote chance of a bed for love or money, so we were fain to
be content to leave that festive city, and journey on some five-and-
twenty miles through a bitter snowstorm to a ranche on the Muddy
Creek (beneath the Green Horn Peak of the Rocky Mountains), the
property of a buxom widow. Here we stayed nearly three weeks,
in the vicinity of capital shooting.

Here, too, we spent our Christmas ; our quarters, though scarcely
fashionable, being sometimes very crowded. One evening we had
nineteen sleepers in the sitting room : fifteen on the flpor, and the
remainder in beds by the wall side, in one of which my companion
and I were lucky enough to obtain quarters. Down here class
distinction ceases ; one man is as good as another—* perhaps better
than another,” as Lord Dundreary says —and each one carries
weapons sufficient to give account of at least five of his brethren.
I once saw ten revolvers deposited on the sofa at dinner time, and
most of their owners were represented by at least one other protector
in the shape of a tiny ‘ Derringer,” no bigger than a man’s thumb,
but as deadly at close quarters as the largest blunderbuss. They
say an Englishman, little knowing their power, was once threatened
by one of these Liliputian pistols : seeing the pistol pointed at him,
and a finger even then upon the trigger, he shouted “ Look here, my
man, if you hit me with that thing, and I happen to find it out, I'll
smash every bone in yeur body.”

In the mountains about here elk are very plentiful; one often
passes their cast-off antlers blanched upon the hills. Bears, also, are
numerous, besides black and white tailed deer, wolves, foxes, and
beavers, whose dams will save the settlers many a hard day’s work.
The puma, too, is sometimes found, and whilst at Denver I saw
a magnificent specimen of the great mountain sheep brought in for
sale. Dog towns are everywhere to be seen, with the little sentinels
barking above the holes; here there are no game laws, and no

ick of shooting ground. Pueblo, the nearest town, is composed of
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congregated together, whose number can be to some extent appreciated
by the fact that they built and completed sometimes five miles a day.
I must give one tale current in the States as a worthy but assuredly
overdrawn illustration of their doings. This tale is of Julesburg, a
small town on the Union Pacific line, which for some time was
the head quarters of the railway builders. Six weeks—six frosty
healthy weeks they stayed there, and then went on to another
station, leaving behind them fifty-three dead comrades; fifty-two
had died from pistol wounds, the last from a nafura/ death—delirium
tremens.

The Indians of the mountains here are the Utes, generally
considered as the lowest of all the Indian tribes, but the inhabitants
of Colorado know them better, and although they do not hold them
in high esteem, except as peaceful neighbours, they look on them as
a warlike, manly tribe, infinitely better and stronger than their
neighbours on the plains—the Arapahoes, Cheyennes, and Sioux
—with all of whom they are at constant enmity, an enmity of great
service to the whites, for the Utes are so dreaded that they
form an invaluable protection to the parks and valleys, the hostile
Indians seldom venturing beyond the limits of their own prairies ;
when occasionally they have so ventured, there has been war, and
the Utes invariably have been the conquerors. In Colorado the
Ute tribe is estimated at twenty-five thousand strong, and their
hunting grounds extend over a vast extent of country. A large
portion of the territory is set aside for their use by the States
Government, upon which no American is allowed to settle. This
plan has been adopted with all the different tribes, some of whom
are content to remain on their reserves, whilst others object strongly,
and are usually on the war-path. The Utes have been dissatisfied,
but Uray, their head chief, is a man of sound sense and clear
judgment, and he has hitherto succeeded in keeping them in capital
order. It is his boast that his tribe has always been peaceable to the
whites, and though there have been rumours of a breaking out, it has
never come, and every year the great influx of American emigration
renders the chance of its coming less, and the security of the white
man infinitely greater. I saw my first Utes in Denver; they arrived in
one of the coaches on a particularly cold day, and walked boldly up to
the stove in the hotel reception room, taking chairs and sitting them-
selves down without a word to anybody. Here they remained for
some time, whilst 1 was occupied in taking stock of their appearance.
They were short, powerfully built men, with reddish-brown faces,

peculiarly low foreheads, and hard, cruel-looking eyes—evidently greak
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satisfaction of knowing that the steamer which leaves San Francisco
only every second month was gone, and that he had nothing to do
but recross the Atlantic and take the Indian mail from England.
My companion still remains among the game in the Rocky Moun-
tains, whilst I returned by the Kansas Pacific line to Chicago, thence
taking the Michigan Central line to Niagara, there crossing by the
Suspension Bridge. On the road we had been detained by snow, and
missed the proper halting stations, so that we arrived hungry at
Niagara. Having crossed to the American side our train stopped,
leaving us with time and opportunity to work our wicked will on the
viands afforded at one of the hotels.

Here we stayed long enough to do ample justice to our dollar’s
worth, and then proceeded towards our train again, which we found
had recrossed the river, and was then lying on the Canadian side. Of
course we thought we had nothing to do but walk over and explain
the matter to the bridge-keeper, as the bridge is the property of the
railway company. With this intent we walked boldly on, only to be
signally defeated, for the toll-taker knew nothing about any trains,
. and he had only to collect twenty-five cents from every one who
crossed ; so we talked in vain, till some one suggested that our
tickets would free us, to which the man assented, “ If you hev tickets
you are right ;” but we were not right by any means, for our inexorable
enemy found that our tickets were for the reverse way; so he said
*“It won’t do, so you must jest pay,” and we were paying and looking
anything but pleasant, when a smart-looking young American shouted
out “ Look here, stranger, I have you where the hair’s short,” and
immediately he produced a ticket for the opposite way, hitherto lying
crumpled and forgotten in his pocket-book, which ticket was scruti-
nised minutely, and after a close examination its owner was allowed
to cross.

Of Niagara I shall say nothing, but reiterate the words of this young
American—* There’s falling water there!” So there is at Genessee
for the matter of that, which we passed at Rochester early the fol-
lowing morning, and after a journey down the lovely scenery of the
Hudson, our train arrived safely at New York.

A fortnight after I was in London, having travelled about four
thousand miles by train ; the whole journey (including a month in
the Rocky Mountains) having been accomplished in seventy-four

days.



AN EDITORIAL MYSTERY.

“I'm a devil, I'm a devil.”—Dickens’s Raven.

LICODEMUS DAWSON was a devil. There was no
mistake about that. He was not so impish as Barnaby’s

Tall Figurant—all in black !

who astonished the Lord Keeper and Dame Alice Hatton; he was
not a croaker like Poe's raven ; he did not bear the smallest resem-
blance to His Brimstonian Majesty who visited Hole-<cum-Corner ;
he was altogether unlike Dante’s devil in chief, or the theatrical repre-
sentation thereof ; neither did the burlesque Pluto who has become
popular of late years resemble him ; yet was he a devil, and forsooth
with a tale. He was known as a devil from his youth up.

s Ever on the hoof,
For ¢¢ass,” or “pig,” or author's proof.

Do you take me? Of course you do. You remember that picture
of Kenny Meadows’s in which Nic, as a boy, is represented with two
antique inking balls under his arms, dinner plates and pewter pot in
both his hands, blotches of ink upon his neck and face.  More than
that, you remember Douglas Jerrold’s pen and ink portrait of the
same individual ; and you exclaim at once “Of course, Nic Dawson
was a printer’s devil.” You are right, my friend ; “let us liquor; we
live in a free country !”

“In the days of darkness, in the hour of superstition, was our
subject christened.” Suggestive of many perils and dangers passed,
is this little fact; and we keep our devil still as a memento of Dr.
Faustus and the old times. But it is not often you see such a devil
as Nic Dawson. The P. Ds. whom you may have seen are ncarly as
objectionable as ‘“those nasty dirty little boys” to whom Elizabeth
Lentington objected; but N. D.—our P. D. !—all honour to the old
boy, is grey with years, and he hobbles like the actors who “do”
Mephistopheles in strict accordance with “ the fall.” He was the devil
at “our office” in the days of wooden presses and leather inking
balls ; it was he who used to meet the coach for the “express”
papers ; it was he who used to run to and fro between our office and

R2
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Mr. Jobson, F.A.S., who succeeded in writing half a dozen paragraphs
during the week, and producing a newspaper nearly as-large as a
sheet of foolscap.

He says he is the last of the devils as devils went in his early
days ; and so he is, and the first of devils too, as you will admit by-
and-by. But printers will always keep up the pleasant fiction of
“the familiar,” and few who knew him will forget the many virtues of
Nicodemus Dawson.

It was a dark and boisterous night, at Christmas-tide a year ago ;

just—
At the hour when midnight ghosts assume
Some frightful shape, and sweep along the gloom,

there came a tapping at my chamber door.

‘While I pondered weak and weary
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,

. While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping
As of some one gently rapping—rapping at my chamber door.
«*Tis some visitor,” I muttered, * tapping at my chamber door—

Only this and nothing more.”

Not to be mysterious, it was-a visitor, and something more—for
Nic the devil was not a visitor in the general acceptation of the
term. He entered so quietly, and with such an impressive limp, that
I involuntarily exclaimed, “What’s the matter, Nic?” It was not the
night before publication; he could not come for “copy;” he certainly
would not call in the middle of the night for his Christmas box ; if
the office had been on fire he would have shown some signs of strong
excitement. But Nic only sat down and looked at me, and his
manner was so alarming that I wondered for a moment if the poor
old fellow had really departed this life and had sent his ghost to make
me acquainted with the melancholy fact.

Presently my soul grew stronger ; hésitating then no longer,

I stood upon my feet, and in a voice of thunder exclaimed, “Why
the devil don’t you speak ?” Being frightened, I spoke loud and
angrily that I might take courage from the strength of my voice,
assuming something of that bravado which I could not feel.

“ Don’t put yourself out, sir,” said Nic. _

“1 will not, my friend, but I shall put you out if you don’t at
once throw aside that Pepper’s-ghost manner of yours.”

‘ Ah, sir,” said Nic, looking at me very earnestly in the face, “do

u remember the story of Velasquez?”

“No,” I said, recoiling under the old man’s glance. “Who the
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deuce was Velasquez? What have I to do with Velasquez at this
time of night?” :

“You know what night it is,” said Nic. “Itis Christmas Eve.”

* Even so,” I replied.

Wretched as the attempt at humour undoubtedly was, it helped me
to keep my spirits up, for now I felt sure that this was Nic’s ghost.

The wind moaned down the chimney, and brought with it a
thousand weird fancies, in which I saw “sheeted ghosts wandering
through the storm.”

*“ I could not rest,” said Nic.

¢ Alas, poor ghost,” I would have replied, had I dared.

“T have felt so miserable these last few years—so very miserable
—and when I read that Christmas number of yours, in which you
allude so touchingly to your unknown contributor, I rushed out into
the night, and came here, because I could not help it.”

“Oh!” I said, feeling a little reassured ; “and now you are here,
Nic, what will you take ?”

“TI'll take the kettle off the fire, if you will allow me, sir, first,”
said Nic, removing the singing vessel,

He did not turn into a ghost and swallow it, but went quietly to
my cupboard, and placed tumblers upon the table.

¢ Just a’little whisky, sir,” he said; ‘thank yow”

“ That’s right,” 1 said, and I touched the old boy with my hand.
I found he was all there—that was a comfort; but he was all here,
and that still puzzled me much.

*“Surely you do know the story of Velasquez,” he said again, after
mixing my grog and handing it. to me with his usual deferential care.
* Then I must tell you that story,” he said.

“ But,” 1 remonstrated, *you surely have not come here to tell me
a story, Nic?’

“I have, sir, two stories. I am like the Ancient Mariner to-night
and must unburthen myself.”

“And am I to be the Wedding Guest, Nic?” I said, wondering a
little at Nic’s simile.

“Yes, sir ; but if you knew the story of Velasquez and Pareja (and
I cannot help thinking you do), it would have considerably relieved
my mind and saved your time.”

““Indeed,” I said. “I hope you have not been drinking, Nic.”

“No, sir,” said Nic, looking me straight in the face again, and
beginning his story, which, old as it is, had on Nic's tongue a fresh
and living charm.

“ Pareja,” he said, “was a slave, literally kicked into the studio of
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Velasquez by a famous Spapish admiral, who gave the youth to the
famous painter. They called the slave Pareja after his master, anad the
painter’s pupils made a drudge of the woolly-headed curiosity. He was
in fact, sir, the devil of the studio, at the beck and call of everybody; he
cleaned the palettes, ground the colours, cleaned out the studio, waited
on the young men, and was a slave in every respect, getting consider-
ably more kicks than anything else. Velasquez, his master, however,
treated him always with the greatest possible kindness, and the slave
held him in the intensest admiration. One day Pareja, in that imita-
tive spirit which is characteristic of man, whether he be bondsmman
or freceman, tried to paint.  Of course he made a terrible hash of the
business ; but the true passion was excited, and Pareja hied himself
to a deserted garret in his master’s house, and there set up an easel.
He had nothing but old disused brushes and the refuse of colours
from the painting room to work with. Early in the morning and at
odd times in the day he found a wonderful charm in daubing the
colours upon his bits of.board in the garret. By-and-by the slave
improved, until the forms which he produced really gave him a posi-
tive delight, such as the real artist feels at his own success. You
know the story, sir ?”

“Go on, Nic,” I said, not willing to intcrrupt the narrative which
seemed to flow from his lips with a peculiar power that surprised me
far more than anything else in this singular and unexpected inter-
view, “Go on, Nic.”

“ One day Philip the Fourth and the great Rubens honoured Velas-
quez with a visit. In the train of the King were the highest grandces
of Spain. Following Rubens were Vandyck, Sneyders, and other
celebrated pupils of the King of Painters. Rubens, you remember.
sir,—I see you are well up in the incidents of that glorious day "——

“Go on, Nic,” I said, lost in astonishment at the old man’s
animated manner, and uninterrupted flow of words.

“ Rubens was most favourably impressed with the works of Velas-
quez. The latter said his cup of happiness would be full if Signor
Rubens would leave a stroke of his pencil upon one of his pictures.
Presenting a palette to the great master, Velasquez pointed to his
chief works. ¢All these,” said Rubens, with peculiar grace, ‘arc
finished, yet will I make an attempt.” At the same moment he
picked up a piece of canvas which was lying, face to the wall, in an
out of the way corner.  Turning it round, he uttered an exclamation
of surprise, as his eye fell upon the picture which afterwards became
famous as * The Entombment.” Shall I go on, sir>—you know what
Lollowed.”
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Nic put his glass to his lips, and pushed back the grey locks that
fell over his forehead. He looked like 2 man who had been relieved
from a weight of woe and trouble. .

“I rejoice to find, Nic, that you are not a ghost, but a genius. I
feared you were the former when you came in here to-night. We must
republish these contributions of yours. They will make a pleasant
Christmas book. And here is a capital introduction ready made for
them—this interview. Aye, and a title too, Nic—a title that will
take the town, depend upon it.”

“1 fear you are over-estimating my stories,” said Nic.

“We had not published them ourselves, old friend, and made
inquiries concerning the unknown writer, had they not been worth
republication,” I said with an air of editorial authority.

“T ask your pardon,” said the old man.

“They shall be published as a Christmas book,” I continued,
‘““and its title shall be ‘ The Devil's Own,’ though devil no longer;
for you shall devil it no longer here, my friend : we must place you
on equal terms with ourselves, Nic ; it shall not be said that those
Spanish fellows are better gentlemen than we of these colder
latitudes.”

‘“ Nor shall it be said that Pareja was more grateful and had more
humility than Nic Dawson, the printer’s devil,” said the old man.

“Then name this literary child of thine, Mr. Dawson.”

“ The Devil’s Own,” said Nic, promptly.

““So be it—here’s success to ‘ The Devil's Own.””

I wish to ask one favour,” said the old gentleman.

 Name it—your wishes shall be commands to-night at least.”

Tt is, sir, that your own beautiful story of "——

“ No further compliments, Nic, an you love us,” I said, interrupting
his little speech ; “to be likened unto Velasquez, to find in my slave
a genius contributing to my fanous Christmas numbers year after
year in secret is enough for one night's romance.”

“Pardon me, sir, the favour I still venture to ask is that you will
condescend to print your beautiful story of —— first after the ‘Intro-
duction,’ seeing that the contemplation of the secret and hidden woe
of the leading character, coupled with your tender inquiries after an
unknown writer whose story came next, excited me into this night's
confession.”

“(5o thy ways, dear old Nic Dawson—thou hast thy will ! Instruc-
tion to Printer whenever this famous Christmas book is published, let

‘beautiful story of " stand first after the Introduction.”
J. H.
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that we could fire sixteen shots without reloading. According as
each was fired we pulled back the cock, which, working within, threw
out the used cartridge and brought up a fresh one. We were not
slow in learning to shoot. Men are quick enough in learning things
most certainly useful to themsclves. I have been brought up in the
open air and have good sight, and though I never had a rifle in my
hand before, got on well enough. But from the very commeneement
we had to go out with the rest. We could at all events club our
guns. When we had nothing clse to do we used to practise shooting:
cut a circle of bark out of a tree and fire at that. We had a good
deal of deer-shooting, too, and some sport at wild cows. We
seldom or never had vegetables. Biscuits and the meat that we pro-
cured ourselves formed our usual fare. On an average we had a
row with the Indians once a week. We generally got the best of
it. Their muzzle-loading rifles and bows and arrows were no match
for our sixteen-shooters. Even in a scrimmage with clubbed guns
we were generally too much for them. Sometimes when they were
superior in numbers we had to take to our heels. Our horses were
considerably b:tter than theirs, so that we were safe enough if an
arrow or a bullet did not go through our backs. They shoot their
arrows with tremendous force. Once as we were galloping away
from them I saw an arrow flash right through a man riding a little
before me and stick in another beyond him. The first dropped
immediately ; the other put back his hand and wrenched the arrow
out. It was in his side, by the belt. The arrows have no barbs.
He galloped on about four miles before he dropped. The Coman-
ches take no prisoners, or if they do they burn them. Their rifles
and ammunition are supplied to them by white renegades. Any of
these fellows that we caught we always hanged or shot. There are
white renegades living with the Indians.  Old hands used often to
say “’T'was a renegade planned that game.”

The Alapaches are Mexican Indians, scparated from the Coman-
ches by the Rio Grande. These two tribes fight whenever they
meet.  The Comanches are much finer men.

We had scouts out always lying about the country, but news of an
inroad was generally brought to us from the scttlers themselves.
The extent of country is so great that it would require an immense
number of men to guard it properly. Intelligence of the movements
of the Indians was often brought by trappers and hunters.  Of course
they hunted and trapped with their lives in their hands—the Indians
let no one escape.  Beavers, deer, and prairie rats were the principal
game.
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more numerous than us that this generally happened. We used to
dismount and get together in a cluster, firing over the backs of the
horses, while the Indians would gallop round and round us, shooting
from the wrong side of their animals. I shot a few horses while I
was with them, but never an Indian to my knowledge.

At one time all the detachments of the Rangers, by a combined
movement, advanced up the country, driving the Indians before
them. We drove them to the Rocky Mountains, and did not turn
till we saw Santa F¢, in New Mexico. We thought that having
been driven so far inland they would not take the trouble of coming
all the way down to the settlements afain; but I think they were
just as troublesome after this as before. There was a line some
distance in front of the settlements, and any Indian caught within
that was flogged.

A year before I joined the Rangers the chieftains of the Comanches
combined, overpowered them, and advanced into the settlements.
There was tough fighting before they were expelled, but they never
combined after that. There was such a distance between the
detachments that any one of them could be easily overpowered
before any assistance could come from the rest.

The Rangers were silent men ; very little talking or fun went on
amongst us, and real hard work it was for the most part. Sleeping in
one’s clothes night after night takes cheerfulness out of a person fast
enough. There was no shaving, very little washing, no change of
clothes. The men were tanned and dried. We had few quarrels,
but these were generally fatal. An insulting look or word was replied
to by a bullet. You might as well shoot a man at once as speak
angrily to him. Our pay was forty dollars a month (about ten pounds).
Besides this the men had plunder divided amongst them from time
to time. Money up there was not of much avail, however. Some-
times we came down near the scttlements. The settlers were
hospitable fellows ; we often had music and dancing at the ranches.
The frontier men are all cattle-farmers and horse-breeders. The
ranches are the large farms.  The owner of these has native servants
or slaves, called peons. The farmers of the frontier are generally very
fine fellows. It requires a good deal of pluck to settle down there,
for the Indians are perpetually making inroads. Even the children
are armed there.  Little children whom at home you would scarcely
trust with a penknife wear revolvers here, and can use them well, too.

The prairies are covered with what is called mosquito grass.
There are few trees, but plenty of scrub and bushes. The prairies
are well supplied with living things: great herds of wild cows, horses,
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donkeys, and mules, keyutah (a ‘kind of wolf ), rattle-snakes, and
skunks, mocking-birds, wild turkeys, and owls. The owls are very
large and make a great noise.

The country has no hills, but plenty of elevations. It might be
said to run in waves. Mosquitoes only appear where the ground is
swampy or near rivers. We had no tents. At night we rolled our-
selves up in our blankets and slept by the fire. When we stayed a
few days in one place we used to cut down branches and make tents.
It is not by any means an unpleasant climate. In the morning a
breeze sets in from the south-east and cools the whole day, dymg n
the evening when it is not required.

I was about a year with the Rangers; during that time we
lost over a third of our number. I left them near Fort Duncan.
We went there to lay in provisions and ammunition. I made a raft
of trees and pushed out alone on the Rio Grande, which flows through
that place. The Rio is a strong, rapid river, and I went down gaily.
I only floated by night, for fear of the Indians. Towards daybreak
I used to push ashore with a long pole and lie close in the reeds and
flags along the banks. I used to lie there all the day, and as soon
as it was dark push out. In addition to this precaution I piled up
branches around me on the raft, so that the whole looked like
a drift of timber collected by accident. I suppose I travelled a
hundred miles each night. There are no rapids, but the river is
strong and fast. For food I had a little bag of biscuits and water in
great abundance.

Texas is a very promising State. The original inhabitants are a
mixture of Spaniards and Indians. The language is Spanish, with a
few Indian words. The Americans, however, are pouring in rapidly
and going ahead everywhere. They have money, skill, and pluck.

ARTHUR CLIVE.



SMOKELESS EXPLOSIVES FOR
SPORTING GUNS.
. BY CADWALLADER WADDY.

reached the acme of perfection, and yet many are dis-
v satisfied with it as a sporting explosive. Those who are
L accustomed to its use can urge but few facts in its
favour, the chief of which are—safcty from spontaneous combustion
and regularity of explosive power. On the other hand, after every
combustion of gunpowder a residuum is found in firearms, which in
warm weather rapidly stiffens or beads, and lines the inside of the
barrel with a powder crust; in damp weather, as every sportsman
knows, this deposit becomes of a fluid and slimy consistency. This
is produced by incomplete decomposition, and consists of the material
parts thrown off on the decomposition of the gunpowder ; the ashes
of the charcoal, and sulphur in combination with charcoal, appear to
predominate in this deposit. The more impure the ingredients which
composed the gunpowder, and the greater the quantity consumed, the
greater will be the deposit.  With large charges proportionately less
deposit is left in cannon than with lesser ones.  This is accounted for
by the greater force with which the former upon their discharge pro-
ject a great part of the residuum out of the picce than do the latter
from the proportionately longer barrels of sporting guns. In the former
of these cases, in guns of great diameter, it spreads itself over the
whole interior surface, and so forms a very thin layer, which readily
imbibes the atmospheric air. The acids which this deposit contains
act as decomposcrs of the metal of the interior of cannon, as well as of
gun barrels.  During the long and continuous use of a gun barrel the
interior has been noticed to become restricted by this residuum to a
prejudicial degree.  Indeed, in nine cases out of ten, where sports-
men have had their hands, and in some cases their heads, blown off
when in the act of loading, the fons ef origo of the mishap has been
found in this deposit or residuum of which we are speaking. For
instance, if a muzzle-loading sporting gun be not cleaned, with every
new charge a portion of the powder slime or crust is driven into
the breech or chamber of the gun, and a very dangerous increase
of this deposit is occasioned, which intercepts the fire, or may,
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upon loading, effect a spontaneous ignition. It not unfrequently
happens in the army and navy that from not carefully ** sponging”
a great gun after firing, upon inserting the next charge it
spontaneously explodes, and blows the “sponger” and *loader”
from the muzzle. Many experiments have elicited that the
residuum of the powder in the gun barrel is phosphorescent—ie.,
emits a light in the dark—like many other oxides, especially. those
deposited by fire gas; but this is not a dangerous appearance. The
cause of the powerful action of intflamed gunpowder is the extraor-
dinarily rapid expansion of the gases and vapours of the so-called
powder-damp, wrought by the high degree of heat to intense elas-
tcity, which, in its sudden effort to occupy a much greater space than
it occupied in its solid and material state, strives to overpower every
obstacle that would oppose its expansion. This may be exempli-
fied by igniting a single thoroughly dry grain of gunpowder in the
open air, when it will be found to evolve and spread around itself a
. heated mass of air, which at the distance of four or five times the
diameter of the grain is still capable of inflaming another grain. The
spherical-shaped space which at this moment, in obedience to the
aerostatic law, the expanding powder takes possession of on all sides
around it, and within which it is capable of communicating inflam-
mation, is therefore from about five hundred to a thousand times
greater than was the material bulk of the grain. Experiments and
calculations have shown that the powder-damp, evolved by a closely-
confined quantity of powder, at the moment of inflimmation and
completest possible combustion strives to occupy a space about five
thousand times greater than it occupied before, and from which it
expanded. This would denote a force or power equal to five
thousand times the pressure of the surrounding atmosphere. It is
a great pity, however, that this continuous and rapid combustion
should all end in smoke. But, as all sportsmen are aware to their
chagrin, such is the case, even with the best gunpowder ever made.
As a natural consequence, after firing the first barrel it is difficult
to “get in” the second at a “covey,” as by the time the curtain
of smoke has lifted and enabled the sportsman to aim again at the
retreating birds they are generally at a range when his tiny projectiles
fall innocuous about their feathers. To invent a sporting explosive
which should be “ smokeless,” and at the same time shoot with the
regularity of gunpowder, has been the object of numerous practical
sportsmen and of chemists for the last fifty years. Until, however,
within the last four or five years no “practically” safe and efficient
sporting explosive resulted from the amount of attention bestowed
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on the subject. Amongst these inventions, that of gun cotton is
first worthy of note, inasmuch as it approached nearer to the
required desiderata for a sporting explosive—/.e., smokelessness
—than any other invention having ccllulose tissue as a basis. In
1832 M. Braconnot, a chemist of Nancy, in France, in treating
starch with concentrated azotic acid was led to the discovery of a
pulverulent and combustible product, to which he gave the name of
icyloidine. This discovery was passed over, nevertheless, with but
little notice, till in 1838 M. Pelouze, a chemist of some celebrity,
resuming the labours of M. Braconnot, discovered that the very
simple matters paper, cotton, linen, and a variety of tissues, as well
as other substances, possess the fulminating property attributed to
starch. It remaincd, however, for Professor Schonbein, of Basle, to
adapt this discovery to fircarms in the form and substance known as
gun-cotton. This explosive is prepared by steeping cotton-wool for a
longer or shorter period in a mixture of nitric and sulphuric acids,
thoroughly washing and then drying at a gentle heat. It consists,
chemically, of the cssential elements of gunpowder—i.e., carbon,
nitrogen, and oxygen; but, in addition, it contains another highly
elastic gas—hydrogen. The carbon in the fibres of the wool
presents to the action of flame a most e¢xtended surface in a simall
space, and the result is an explosion approaching as near as possible
to the instantancous: in consequence of its rapid ignition the recoil
of the gun is most violent. Sufficient time is not given to put
the charge in motion, hence it is not looked upon with favour
as a projectile agent amongst sportsmen.  In addition to such a
serious defect as the foregoing, gun-cotton possesses an unhappy
knack of spontancous combustion when in the act of drying
after being damped, either purposely to keep it safe in store
or from the result of exposure to the atmosphere. One would
imagine that the rccent awful explosion at Stowmarket and
dreadful loss of life was sufficient warning to our Government to
desist from attempting to thrust it into the hands of the army and
navy for engineering purposes. We are informed, however, that,
much against the wish and expressed opinion of the most eminent
engineers of the day, such is their intention. The Prussian Govern-
ment, after many trials, rejected gun-cotton from their arsenals,
adopting, instcad, the new explosive called “ Lithofracteur,” manu-
factured by Messrs. Krebs and Co., of Cologne. As Lithofracteur
cannot explode unless ignited by a detonating fuze, one would
imagine that our Government would follow the example of the
Prussians and adopt it for mining and engineering purposes. We
























LIFE IN LONDON.

IIL.—A STORY FOR CHRISTMAS.

T is true, every word of it. I set it down for Christmas
because the peculiar grace of the season seems appropriate
to the incident. It is a story of modern heroism. Poets are °
apt to look upon the age of chivalry as a past and almost
forgotten time. With their imaginary history of great deeds they mix
Scandinavian myths and Teutonic folk-lore. For nobler themes I
commend them to the modern history of coal-getting, to the newspaper
records of the late gales on our unprotected coasts, to the biographies
of inventors and travellers, to the everyday life of London, to the
“simple annals of the poor.” Though he is “ born in sin and shapen
if iniquity,” there is more in man of the angel than the devil. His
instincts are good, his impulses noble ; given the choice of vice or
virtue in the abstract, my belief is that he would invariably be found
on the side of virtue. Some of the noblest acts of heroism occur
among the lowest stratum of society. The poor is the poor man’s
friend. Missionaries in the wilds of East London could give you
some startling illustrations of the truth of the proverb.

But this exordium on modern heroism is neither here nor there.
It is always difficult to commence a story. When you have started an
introduction and are fairly launched into theorising and moralising, it
is far more difficult to stop than to go on. If you are courageous you
will suddenly pull up the moment this thought crosses your mind,
and go straight into your subject. Thus :—

I called upon a journalist and dramatic writer the other day in
St. John’s Wood, on my way to town.

“If you will wait ten minutes,” he said, “ I will drive you as far
as Bond Street; I am going to take the baby to B——'s, the ocullst."

“Why ?” I asked, “is anything the matter?”

“No, nothing very particular.”

At this juncture the baby came romping into the room. She was
a pretty, dark-eyed child, and had a long story to tell about Guy
Fawkes at the Zoo.

“Yes,” said her father. “Now you will go to Bertha and have
your things put on for a drive.”
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“ What did B—— say ?” I asked.

“That the disorder is hereditary ; by examining my eye he could
tell exactly what would be required in baby’s case.”

“ And what is required ? ” '

“ An operation.”

‘ A serious one ?”

¢ It will be necessary to cut one of the muscles of the eye.”

“You did not say so to grandma.”

“ No; she is very nervous ; it is not worth while frightening her,
and she has an idea that the eye must be taken out and put in
again, or some such nonsense of that kind.”

“You seem a little downhearted, nevertheless,” I said.

[ Do I ? »

“Yes. Now tell me all about it ; you are concealing something
from me.”

I will tell you what passed, certainly. I said to B——if he could
tell what was the matter with baby by examining my eyes, he might
try his operation on me first, and if I liked it and it was quite satis-
factory, then baby could be treated afterwards.”

“1f you liked it !” 1 said.

“It will not matter if he spoils me, but it would break my wife’s
heart if he were unsuccessful with baby. It would also be a lasting
sorrow to me, and, moreover, I don’t know what your English oculists
can do; if I were in New York, look you, I should know better what
I was about.”

“That is the way with you Americans,” I said. “You think nothing
great can be done outside New York—you are mistaken.”

“I don’t know,” said my friend, laconically. “B says both my
eyes are wrong.”

“You are an odd fellow.”

“With odd eyes.”

““What did the oculist think of your suggestion ?”

“Seemed a little surprised, but it is just like my luck ; if I were to
go with a fellow to have his arm amputated, the operator would swear
something was the matter with my leg and have it off. I am to go
to B——'s on Monday at one.”

“What for ?”

“The operation on my eyes.”

This conversation was on Friday. On Saturday and Sunday I
thought a great deal of my friend. On Monday I called and asked
him to let me accompany him.

“No,” he said firmnly. “I will not hear of it; don’t think you







TENNYSON'S LAST IDYLL.

A STUDY.
BY THE REV. DR. LEARY, D.C.L.

D HE verdict formed by the critics on the first appearance
of Mr. Tennyson’s “ Gareth and Lynette ” was not in the
mass favourable to this last of the Arthurian Idylls.
Some blamed it, because it was Tennysonian ; others,
tired of Idylls, because it was another Idyll; and others, not tired of
the Idylls, because it was unequal in their eyes to those other songs
which have already sung, in lays that will outlast all modern poetry :—

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights
‘Whereof the world holds record.

The most prejudiced, however, of Tennyson’s critics will scarcely
venture to deny him the gift of that most accurate measurement of
his own powers which has enabled him to prove precisely what he
could, and what he could not, achieve in that art wherein he has
displayed a perfection of matured skill and of exquisite taste in the
elaboration of language and legend, given to none of his contempo-
raries, and to few of his predecessors.

In the Idylls, and in the Idylls alone, Tennyson found precisely the
sphere most congenial to his taste, the most suited to the mould of
his plastic genius, and from the first publication of the Idylls the
Laureate may date the registering of his name in the highest class of
our poets. Is it, then, to be wondered at that a poet should go on
adding to a legendary epic which was received with passionate accla-
mations by the nation it enchanted, and that lifted him at once to
the highest pinnacle of the temple of fame? But, on artistic grounds
alone, the extension of the Arthurian epic which came before us
in the earliest Idyll is amply justified by the scenes and characters
superadded at each successive stage of its graduated development.
An epic lacking a full and varied presentation of the greatest phe-
nomena of our human nature on a grand scale, with its diversities of
temper, lincaments, functions, and fancies, lacks that element which
alone can round it to perfection.

The superadded characters and situations given us in the “Holy
Grail,” the “ Last Tournament,” and ‘“Gareth and Lynette,” though
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The painters and sculptors of classical antiquity long ago antici-
pated Tennyson in making the expression of temper and indignation
lie chiefly in the conformation of the nose, and the most represen-
tative writers of the modern French school of physiognomy have
regarded ““ /e nes retroussé” in woman as an index of wit, piquancy,
animation, as well as of petulance, though we think Marmontel goes
a trifle too far with his celebrated dictum “ Un petit nez retroussé
renvers les lois d’'un empire.”

In connection with the ethical treatment of the subject, we may
remark that no other Idyll presents so many moral lessons in those
short, pithily-condensed lines, so handy for quotation, which remind
us of the gnomic verses of Virgil and Sophocles—the purest poets of
antiquity. Take, for example, the following gems, which reflect at
once the rays of genius at its brightest, and of moral beauty at its
best :—

Man am I grown, man’s work must I do.
The thrall in person may be free in soul.
Accursed who strikes, nor lets his hand be seen.

That Tennyson should naturally endeavour to give an archaic
colouring to his work by an archaic phraseology is no matter of
surprise, though we cannot but regret that he has carried the
endeavour beyond all legitimate bounds by the frequent use of so
many obsolete and obscure terms, much to the mystification of his
readers, and to the mistiness of his own meaning. This we hold to
be the most patent and flagrant fault of a poem which to us is a—
garden of delight, abounding and superabounding in flowers andk
fruits, the fairest and the sweetest to the taste of the educated
intellect of England.



THE POTTER OF TOURS.

LACE for the man who bears the world !
Not he who rules it from gilded throne,
A puppet made by Fate alone,
Nor he who would float, wide unfurled,
The flag of ruin, dealing death—
But he who, scorning common praise,
Hath shown the world heroic ways,
And trod them first, though with dying breath,
Looking beyond the present pain,
And seeing held in the hands of Time
The crown of genius, won again
By soul undaunted of line sublime.

The potter of Tours was at work one day,
But his eye had lost its lustrous ray—
Despair looked in at the open door,
Casting his shadow athwart the floor,
And the potter’s heart was sunk in gloom.
Within the walls of the lowly room
Knowledge had grown that men would prize,
For to the patient spirit came

Art pregnant with immortal fame—
Solutions of deep mysteries :

His deeds were wafted forth of men,

And the marvel grew that one so poor
Had e’en the courage to endure

Such scoffs, such jeers, such toil and pain.
Yet though the couriers that wait

To bruit abroad all lofty deeds,

Had hoverd o'er him in his needs,

And borne away to palace gate

His name, Avisseau ; he who claimed
The title kings and sazans named

With wonder, pallid by despair,

) Sank reeling backward upon his chair.
Vo X, N.S. 1873,
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Three hundred years had passed away
Since’ Palissy, who wrought in clay,

Had died, and carried to the grave

The secret none could read and save.

But he, the ceramist of Tours,

Had sworn the tomb should not immure
Science for ever, and had brought

By his own skill and toilsome thought
The buried treasure back to earth.

Yet his success was little worth, .
He said to himself, when still there lay
A greater knowledge far away.

“ Ah, could I buy one piece of gold
With a whole cupful of my blood:”

He cricd—though all his goods were sold -
And loving cyes with tears bedewed
Looked up in his. One moment sad,
His wife gazed on her wedding ring,
Then drew it off with gesture glad,

And held the little sacred thing

Before her husband—* "T'is our own :
‘Then take the gold, and melt it down !~
The vision of past happy years,

With joys and sorrows, smiles and tears,
Obscured his purpose, but the best

Of all his knowledge was the love

That such high sacrifice could prove.
He clasped her sobbing to his breast,
And pushed the talisman away :

But she, a woman, had her way.

Over the crucible he stood,

That seemed nigh consecrate with blood,
Clammy through fear both brow and palm,
As, aspen-like, he strove for calm :

‘Then like a criminal, at last,

‘The time of agony being past,

He sought his doom—and with swift glance
He knew that he alone did hold

‘The sccret of enamelled gold.

A change came o'er his countenance :

“ Forgive me, wife,” he fainting cried ;
She, nobly clinging to his side,
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Rejoined, “ Forgive thee! Yes, with mine
God’s blessing went, and both are thinc!”

And thus the reign of science speeds
From age to age by doughty deeds ;
One labours that the rest may gain
Increase of good, with less &f pain.
So wisdom’s torch, that must expire

If genius fail, is passed along

By cunning art and poet’s song;

And higher still, and ever higher,

Its flames arise, as men are led

To Him who formed the germ of thought,
Which, being in the darkness wrought,
Brings forth the living from the dead.
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THE SMITHFIELD CLUB SHOW.
BY “RUSTICUS.”

She’s long in her face, she’s fine in her horn,
She’ll quickly get fat without cake or corn ;
She’s clean in her jaws, and full in her chine,
She’s heavy in flank, and wide in her loin.

She’s broad in her ribs, and long in her rump,

A straight and flat back, without e’er a hump;
She’s wide in her hips, and calm in her eyes,
She’s fine in her shoulders, and thin in her thighs.

She’s light in her neck, and small in’her tail,
She's wide in her breast, and good at the pail ;
She’s fine in her bone, and silky of skin,
She’s a grazier’s without, and a butcher’s within.
“ N fact,” as we mentally note while gazing at a ticket
marked 480 on our charmer’s tail at the Smithfield Club
Show—
¢ She’s all my fancy painted her, she’s lovely, she’s divine,
But she’s so/d unto a butcher, she never can be mine.”

Whether a visitor to “merrye England” be from Far Cathay, the
Land of the Rising Sun, or a dweller in Mesopotamia, and beyond
Jordan, he can hardly betake himself to a better place to study the
manners and customs of the English than the Smithfield Club Show.
Nor is the sight of the bovine race, fattened to repletion, and as
bucolic in appearance as John Bull himself, an absolutely repulsive
feature in the exhibition.
Some poet in want of a better theme once wrote :

No mecaner creatures—scan 'cm all—
By fire their food prepare ;

Man is the cooking animal,
Aud nced be nothing mair.

If England is the home of “ plum pudding,” it is also that of ‘“‘roast
beef ;” and the object of all agricultural shows is to provide matérsel
for the “ cooking animal.” At the present season, when—

Loose to festive joy, the country round
Laughs with the loud sincerity of mirth—

many arc the barons of beef scattered over England, emanating from
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and more active; but the grazier must have width as well as
depth. And not only about the heart and lungs, but over
the whole of the ribs, must we have both length and round-
ness; the dooped as well as the deep barrel is cssential ; there
must be room for the capacious paunch, room for the materials
from which the blood is to be provided. The beast should
also be ribbed home; there should be little space between the ribs
and the hips. This scems to be indispensable in the steer, as it
denotes a good healthy constitution, and a propensity to fatten ; but
a largencss and drooping of the belly, notwithstanding that the
symmetry of the animal is impaired, are considered advantageous in
the cow, because room is thus left for the udder; and if these
qualitics are accompanied by swelling milk veins, her value in the
dairy is generally increased.  This roundness and depth of the barrel,
however, are most advantageous in proportion as found behind the
point of the clbow more than between the shoulders and legs; or
low down between the legs, rather than upwards towards the withers;
for the heaviress before and the comparative bulk of the coarse parts
of the arimal are thus diminished, which is always a very great
consideration. The loins should be wide—of this there can be no
doubt, for they are the prime parts; they should scem to extend far
along the back; and although the belly should not hang down, the
flanks should be round and decp. Of the hips it is superfluous to
say that, without being ragged, they should be large; round rather
than wide, and presenting when handled plenty of muscle and fat.
The thighs should be full and long, cluse together when viewed
from bcehind, and the farther down they continue close the
better.  Shortness of leg 1s a good gencral rule, for there is an
almost inseparable connection between length of leg and lightness of
carcase, and shortness of leg and propensity to fatten.  The bones
of the legs (and they are taken as samples of the bones of the frame
generally) should be small, but not too much so—small enough for the
well-known accompaniment, a propensity to fatten—small enough
to please the consumer; but not so small as to indicate delicacy
of constitution and liability to disease.  Lastly, the hide—the most
important point of all—should be thin, but not so thin as to indicate
that the animal can endure no hardship ; movable, mellow, but not
too loose, and particularly well covered with fine and soft hair. The
dictum of the judges at the Smithfield Club Show was not disputed,
we believe, in a single instance—which does great credit to their per-
spicuity and impartiality. The exhibition of Devons was rerarkably
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vood, and the liking for these cattle amongst breeders is on the
increase.  Mr. William A. H. Smith, a well-known breeder, took the
first prize of £ 20 in this class, as well as the siiver medal ; the third
prize of £10 going to the same breeder. These animals were as
near periection as possible, and immeasurably supcrior to others in
this, the two years and six months old class. In Class 2 for Devons
not exceeding three years and six months old, the first prize of £30
and the silver medal fell to Mr. John Overman. The other classes
in this breed were above the average in meat carrying qualities. In
Herefords, Mr. A. Pike took the first prize, Mr. G. Bedford taking
the silver medal for the breeder. The other prizes for Herefords
were awarded with difliculty, there not being “a pin to choose”
between some of the animals. Some of them, however, were a
mifle “leggy,” but we must not be too critical, as the general display
w35 good. The shorthorns, as a class, were up to the mark. In that
ior steers not exceeding two years and six months old, Mr. James
Bruce was rightly facile princcps, taking the £z2o0 prize and the silver
medal for the breeder. A finer “barrelled ” animal we never saw.
In Sussex steers Mr. G. Coote took the £z20 prize and silver medal
for breeder in the two years and six months old class. The remaining
exhibits in this breed were well framed and knit together, realising
high prices from the London butchers. The Norfolk and Suffolk
Polled breed, were it not for the exhibits of H.R.IH. the Prince of
Wales, would have been in a minority as far,as excellence is con-
vemed.  The first prize of £ 15 went to Sandringham Farm, and so
dd the second prize in another class. The Scotch Highland steers
were much admired ; for roundness and depth of barrel and width
<f loin they* could not be surpassed. The first prize of £30 was
awarded to the Duchess of Athole, the silver medal for the breeder
being taken by the Duke of Athole. In the other classes the display
s good, but as the distance is an effectual bar to a large exhibi-
tion of Scotch animals, it must not be taken as a fair criterion of. the
sort of beef that can be had north of the Tweed.

Sheep mustered in great numbers.  One cannot gaze on this useful
anima] without recalling to mind Shakespearc’s simile. In the scene
where Gloucester rudely drives the Lieutenant from the side of
Henry V1., the unfortunate monarch thus complains of his helpless-
ness —

So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf
So first the haimless sheep doth yield its fleece,
~And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife.
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In the Saxon era the value of a sheep was 1s. At the time of the
Conquest four sheep were equivalent to an acre of land. In the years
1041 and 1125 a pestilent epidemic carried off large quantities in this
kingdom ; so much so that they became very scarce, and at the close
of the reign of Henry 1. sold for 20s., and in his successor’s reign at
25s. The introduction of turnips gave a great impetus to the breeding
of sheep, inasmuch as they provided succulent nourishment during the
long winter. The chief breeds valued nowadays are the Black-faced
Heath, Dorset, Wiltshire, Southdown, Norfolk, and Cheviot. These
species are justly regarded as the most valuable to the butcher, and as
such are the only ones we care much about seeing at the Smithfield
Club Show. The judges in this department of the exhibition stuck
strictly to the motto, “Pa/mam qui meruit ferat,” and the prizes were
well awarded. In the Leicesters, a class of sheep chiefly valuable
for their wool, Mr. F. J. S. Foljambe, the Earl of Lonsdale, and Mr.
W. Brown took respectively the £20, £15,and £5 prizes. In Cots-
wolds and Lincolns there was a good show. The Kentish and Cross-
bred long-woolled sheep also were up to killing mark. Southdowns
were worthy of note. The Duke of Richmond, Mr. W. Rigden, and
Lord Sondes took 420, £15,and £ prizes in this class. Hampshire
orWiltshire Downs showed well. Shropshire breeds might have carried
more meat. Oxfordshire, Ryland, Cheviot, Dorset, &c., were fair
exhibits. The Mountain Breed had little but the ‘“name” about
them. The cross-bred long and short woolled class were in good
form. As regards “extra stock,” we cannot but put in a word of
commendation, many of them being above the average for butchering
purposes.

Taken, however, as an exhibition of good breeding, this department
of the Smithfield Club Show compares badly with that for cattle.
Some breeders do not care for “ honour and glory ;” these gentlemen
object to the trouble of going long distances from home to exhibit;
and for this reason far better animals are sometimes seen at local
agricultural shows. The English and the Chinese are partial to
swine’s flesh, inasmuch as being “hard workers” they appreciate
the heatgiving and strength-sustaining nutriment of the *unclean
animal.” Since the days of Gurth the swineherd, England has
been famed for its porkers, but never more so than at the present
moment. Even the Japanese ambassadors stared at the huge
barrels of ‘“live pork,” which lay almost sightless, pretty nearly
*eeathless, side by side in their special department at the Smithfield

ub Show. ‘
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An old saw has it—
Fat pease-fed swine

For drover is fine.

And truly the Hampshire hog, reared par excellence in a pea-growing
district, “for drover #s fine!” The crowds that pressed to gaze on
the pporcine exhibits must have been ssen to be believed. The
homa ge paid by speculative butchers to the prize pigs, who- -

Like to the Pontic Monarch of old days

—— Fed on poisons ; and they had no power,
But were a kind of nutriment !

And, pray, what will nof a pig devour? In olden times Thomas
Tusser warned pig breeders that— -

Through plenty of acorns, the porkling too fat,
Not taken in season, may perish by that.

If rattling or swelling once get to the throat,
Thou losest thy porkling—a crown to a groat.

In modern times there is not much fear of Hampshire hogs choking
themselves with acorns, unléss given on a “ charger” by their careful
attendant, who offers a modicum of Hope's Food with all the
deference he would use to an alderman asking for turtle. Truly pigs
have undergone a change since the days when the Mysian Olympus
was laid waste and Creesus robbed of his heir. A fine beast, too, must
have been that of Erymanthus, which gave Hercules such a job. True
we have “learned pigs,” descendants of the prophetic Lavinian sow ;
but for a good juicy-looking morcean commend us to “ No. 368,” at
the Smithfield Club Show, bred by Her Majesty at the Prince
Consort’'s Show Farm, Windsor. This favoured animal took the
£"° prize, as well as the silver medal for his royal breeder. Truly,
this favoured porker may, for aught we know, be a descendant of
the gorci imestres, which Juvenal epicureanly termed animal propter
" mivig natum. In the Pigs of Any Breed class Mr. H. A. Brassey,
MP, took the £10 prize and silver medal for the breeder. All the
other exhibits in pigs were excellent, and a credit, not only to their
breeders, but to the country at large. .
The agricultural implements at the Smithfield Club Show have
-oome a special feature in this annual exhibition. The perpetual
“bragging ” of the agricultural labourer, and the threatening attitude
3ssumed towards farmers, have led the yeomanry to demand from
Manufacturers as many machines as possible, to enable them to dis-
Pense with “field hands.” Amongst the best of modern implements



90 The Gentleman's Magazine.

was Messrs. Marshall, Sons, and Co.’s thrashing and finishing machine,
which is of very compact design, all the working parts, including the
clevator, being contained within the frame and being thus protected
from the clicets of weather and rough usage.  Everything is so
arranged that the work can be carried on in the most convenient
maitiier, the straw and canings being delivered from the front of the
achine, and the chaff cleaned and delivered into bags at the side,
viiie the finished corn is deposited into sacks at the back. The
coustruction 15 in every respect very substantial, the whole of the
aines I of the best scasoned oak, while the drum and breastwork
are of wrought iron, and the drum spindles, shaker, and shoe cranks
are of stedd; all the shaft bearings are of good length with substantial
Lrasses, and well proiected from dust and dirt.

It was to a machine of the same class tiat the judges awarded the—==
frut prize of [£go at the Royal Agricultural Seciety’s Show in July—
last (the orly dificrence being that the Cardilt machine was fittel—
wita a * Rainforth’s Patent Separating Screen”), and we cannot be—
surprised at the short but very satisfactory conunent passed upon ic—
in the Royal Agricultural Society’s Report :—*An exceedingly well—
mace machine.”  Referring to the table of results published by the
saciely, we observe that in two trials of wheat-tihrashing, 405 and 400
puints respectively were made, in barley 427, while in oats the high
nuni or of 447 points were recorded it of a possible total of 45¢.
and tLis notwithstanading the fact that malicicus damage had been
Gt to the sereen of the macline during the night before the trials.
vouich cruld only be hastily repzired upon the ground with such
revzn aad ready appliances as happened to be at hand. We are
tfurmed that Messrs. Marshall, Sons, and Co. have during the past
yuir mere than doubled the extent of their works at Gainsborough,
and have just completed, among other buiidings, one of the finest
engine-erecting shops in the kingdom.

Mosars. K Roand o Turner, of Ipsavich, are @ firm familiar to agricul-
turists aml others from their eclebrated crushing mills, which continue
to cain renowi for the menufacturers, and have recently been awarded
tae sbver medal by the Royal Society «f the Ncetherlands, at the
Hague, The dirm stowed several varictics of these crushers, but
they need no deseription or preise from us, their utility having stood
the test of long eancrience. Two specimens of the R. :\. S. E.
first prize giinding milis with French stones, 3 feet and 2! fee: in
(‘i'nnl;‘.cr. were aiso on view, and they appeared still to merit thc high
cacutinm pivan em by the Royal Agricultural Society'’s judges at
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Oxford, that they were “exceedingly well made.” A malt mill, with

compound wedge adjustment, for ensuring equal wear on the faces of
the rolls, was also shown at this stand, as well as oilcake breakers
for hand power, the larger of the two being provided with two sets of
roils, so as to reduce cake to the smallest size, with less wear to the
teeth, and with less power than in the ordinary machines.

Besides mills of all kinds for preparing food for stock, &c.,
E. X and F. Tumer are celebrated as manufacturers of small
tizrashing scts of three to five-horse power, which, to judge from thé
sppecimen exhibited, they have succeeded in bringing to a high state
of «fiiciency. The set exhibited was of five-horse power, the engine
bLeing well proportioned and of substantial construction.  ‘The
thrasher was four fect wide and of the double blast finishing class.
Strict attention to practical utility in design and constructive excel-

lence in these small thrashing sets has obtained for this firm a
leading position in their manufacture, and they are in large demand
in districts where the transport of larger and heavier machines would
be impossible. Another great advantage attaching to them is the
small number of hands necessary to work them, while their capacity

—i.¢, the work done by them—is by no means small. The makers

assert that a careful account would show that in a season as much

would be earned by a small thrashing sct as by a large one, the smaller
having an advaniage in the facility with which it may be removed
and st to work, and delay thus avoided. The gold medal of the

Royal Society of the Netherlands was awarded to one of these

thrashers at the Hague in September last. .

Messts. Howard, of Ledford, the well-known stcam plough manu-
facturers, exhibited some magnisicent implements, which can be secn
daily. at work on their own grounds. Messrs. Richmond and
Chandler showed, amongst other implements, their well-known
thrashing machines, which have taken first prizes of the Royal
Societies of England, Scotland, and Ircland, also the silver medals
f’f the International Exhibitions at London and Paris. The principal
leatures in their new chaff machines consist in an entirely new form
of mouthpiece, so constructed that however irregularly the machine
M2y be fed, and whatever quality of hay or straw may be placed
lhercin, it never chokes.  The surface of the mouthpiece is made of
steel, and this has the advantage of presenting the same smooth edge
48 long as the machine lasts ; the knives are also kept sharper on the
sicel face than when cutting against cast iron. There is also an ex-
Pading jaw to the mouthpicce, which jaw is hinged to the axle of
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the upper toothed roller, and is pressed down by a hand-screw so as
to securely hold the material being cut, while admitting of consider-
able alteration according to the nature of the substance acted upon.
A travelling web is introduced in place of the ordinary bed of the
feeding box, which is a material help to the attendant, particularly
in the larger machines, relieving him of the labour of pulling the hay
or straw forward, and allowing him to concentrate his entire attention
on the feed. A handle is placed at the side of the machine, by which
two lengths of cut are obtained, and the same handle acts upon a
stop motion to arrest the rollers at any moment.

Messrs. Isaac James and Son exhibited, amongst other thmgs,
an excellent manure cart, and a capital roller and clod crusher.
Messrs. E. Page and Co. maintained their reputation as manufacturers
of agricultural implements; as also did Messrs. Underhill. Mr.
Benjamin Edgington, of Duke Street, London Bridge, as usual had
to show something useful for farmers in his rick cloths, marquees,
tents, &c.; as well as a light, strong, pliable cloth for waggon and
cart covers. Messrs. Burney and Co. exhibited some excellent water
carts and cisterns.

Carriages may be considered one of the best features at the
Smithfield Club Show. In this line Mr. Thorn, of Norwich, showed
some first-class workmanship. = Amongst other things, we would
specially select for commendation his Norfolk shooting cart, with
‘“adjustable shafts.” Mr. Inwood, of St. Albans, showed, amongst
others, a very pretty dogcart, which attracted much attention. Mr.
Ayshford, of Britannia Works, Fulham, exhibited his patent dogcart,
which was much admired. Mr. Boxall, of Grantham, also displayed
a serviceable shooting cart and very pretty park phaeton. Mr. Samuel
Smith, of Suffolk, the inventor of the now well-known Perithreon, ex-
hibited a brougham, possessing a “magic door,” capable of being
opened and closed by the driver from his seat, by a very simple piece
of mechanism. Messrs. Day, Son, and Hewitt, the well-known makers
of the “stock-breeder’s medicine chests,” had many visitors to their
stall in search of the panacea for “foot and mouth disease.”

The sewing machines exhibited by Messrs. Newton, Wilson, and
Co. attracted much attention from country visitors. The Howe
Sewing Machine Company’s stand was also a centre of attraction
—or, rather, the young lady was, on account of thé deftness dis-
played by her machine in what, we were informed, is technically
known as “braiding” amongst ladies. No show could be complete
without Bradford's “Vowel” Wushing Machines, upon which, as
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usual, there was a great’“run.” In garden furniture and requisites
Mr. Alfred Pierce showed some novelties. Altogether, what we
* jotted ” down at the time as worthy of notice seems upon reading
over quite like an account of the contents of an Agricultural Exhibi-
tion, which indeed is a true description of this great annual show.
No other country could produce anything like it, and Englishmen
may wwell be proud of such an institution, devoted to the develop-
ment Of stock, produce, and agricultural implements.  Although the
London streets did not appear to us to indicate so many visitors as

usual, the show was in this respect one of thc most successful on

record.
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STRANGER THAN FICTION.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE TALLANTS OF BARTON,” “THE
VALLEY OF POPPIES,” &ec.

CHAPTER XLIL

OF CERTAIN EMIGRANTS ON BOARD THE “ }IESPERUS;" AND CON-
CERNING A WELL KNOWN MELODY THAT LED TO A DELIGHTFUL
DISCOVLRY.

NP, Y the kindness of Mr. Williams, Jacob was enabled at
%) once to throw up his Dinsley engagement ; and, on the

@Q , invitation of Mr. Horatio Johnson (with whom Mr.
22> Williams had recently spent a day at Middleton), he
took Liverpool on his way into the Principality of Wales, for the
purpose of bidding adieu to a party of emigrants in whose welfare he
was deeply interested.

It was a calm summer night, when Jacob and the Doctot, and
Mrs. Horatio Johnson, and Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Titsy, sat in a
comer of the best cabin of the /Hesperus, bound to Canida. The
moonlight was streaming in upon them through the cabin window ;
Mrs. Johnson was plying her knitting needles, and logking up occa-
sionally to make a remark; the Doctor was detailing to Jacob his
views about the future, and the comparative ease with which money
begot money in the colonies ; Tom was listening to the Doctor and
smiling at Susan ; and Jacob was wishing them all sorts of success
and happiness, whenever a lull occurred in the conversation, and
exacting promises of frequent letters.

The parting hour came at last. Mrs. Johnson, though in her heart
she could not altogcther forgive Jacob, for we know what, united in
the general feeling of sorrow at leaving him ; but happy in their own
goodness and honest affection, not one of the four had any regrets in
setting out for a new home far away from scenes which were asso-
ciated with so many bitter memories. Jacob took his leave with
much real emotion ; and an hour afterwards stood gazing at a ship
that was disappearing in the moonlight, to be followed by other
vessels which other people would look after and wave handkerchiefs
at, and weep about, and dream of in the silent watches of the night.

On the following afternoon Jacob arrived at the first stage in his

[
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he heard was a charming reality. It stole over the rocks, in undu-
lating cadences, and transported him back to days of yore, as com-
pletely as though he had been under some such spell as Mesmer
might have worked, taking the reason prisoner, and planting the mind
with whatever picture the enchanter willed. Jacob was again in the
garden at Middleton, with the morning sun shining upon him, amidst
the sounds of falling waters, and the songs of birds.
There is a happy land,
Far, far away.

High over the rocks above him, from a noble half-castellated house,
came the well-known music; and, as Jacob listened, all the sensa-
tions of hope and fear and doubt and dread which he had felt when
he looked on the footprints in the snow at Cartown replaced the
first thoughts of the old home and the garden-paradise. There was
only one voice which could sing that song so sweetly, so plaintively.
A harp accompaniment added to the cffect of the dear old melody,
and with the murmur of the sea as a deep bass, and Jacob's owmy
strong imagination and memories of happy times, my readers will
readily Delieve that the music was an attraction which Jacob did not
desire to resist.

To go round by the regular path, to reach the house situated on
the summit of the rocks, were a tedious process indeed for Jacob in
his present mood. Straight to the house whence the music came
was his only course. \way he went with the alacrity of a practised
«limber. There had been a time when his mind would not, under
similar circamstances, have strayved for a moment from the object
of his climbing ; but now that he was an author, the demon of
*copy,” which sometimes startles writers at all hours, suggested to
him what a capital situation it would he, supposing he were writing
a4 story out of his own experiences, to make himself fall over the
rocks and be discovered by his mistress just in time to save his
precious life, and once more swear cternal love to each other.

Jacob did not fall, although his path was made additionally dan-
gerous by the starting up, here and there, of flocks of sea<hirds, which
filled the air with their peculiar cries, compelling him to pause and
listen fur the music to the source of which he was hurrying. He
had scarcely reached the summit when the melody changed to a new
and an unknown one ; but, a few moments afterwards, when he had
stepped aside from the full view of the room with its tall windows
opening out upon a lawn, Jacob detected in the new song some
simple words which he had written for Lucy Cantrill when he was a
«chonlboy and had dreams by the Cartown river.
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the apple tree under which you stood in those early days when I was
dying of love and dared not tell you.”

“Yes, dear ; and do you remember the gipsy tent, and " ——

Jacob started.

“What is the matter, dear ?”

“ Nothing,” said Jacob, “nothing ; I spent a night or two in the
encampment, when I went to the cottage and found you gone.”

“ Indeed,” said Lucy ; “tell me of it, love ; when was it?”

“In the winter; it is not a pleasant memory; you shall hear the
story some other time ; at present let us only bask in the sunshine,
dear ; we have had enough of the frost and snow. There, now, you
must drink one more glass of this grand old wine ; and we will clink
our glasses as Bohemians do and toast Fortune.”

“What would Allen say if he saw us?” said Lucy, laughing. “I
fear we were never intended for Mayfair, Jacob.”

“There! I clink the glass at the top, then at the bottom, then
I say, ‘To Lucy.””

“You said we should toast Fortune,” replied Lucy, smiling.

It is all the same, dear,” said Jaceb.

“Now I must leave you to your wine,” said Lucy, rising, “and
prepare my companions for your presence in the drawing-room.
I have two wise ladies here who assist me in my studies, you know.
There, dear, will you have coffee here or in the drawing-room ?”

T.ucy looked round at her lover with sparkling archness. Jacob's
only reply was to kiss the mouth that asked the tantalising question.

Coffee was speedily announced, and Jacob followed Allen to the
drawing-room, where he was duly introduced to Lucy’s ladies, whom
he found very pleasant and agreeable. They played, and sang, and
talked of lords and ladies. By-and-by Lucy sat down to her harg
and sang the dear old hymn of the early days ; and, with the reader’s
permission, we will leave Jacob drinking in words and music and ak
their dear associations, and, when no one observed him, quietly wiping
away some tears of joy. His sudden happiness was almost too muck
for him.

(To be continued.)
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went 1o Ober-Axrmerzan prejuciceC against the Passion Play; b
remained 0 be - mcre sensibly impressed than ever he bad been b
any sermon. hcwever eloquernt.” Nevertheiess, he is not an advocat
for a frequent repetiton of tae Play. ror for its extension beyond th
village which its representation has made famous. “The peculia
combination of circumstances which. in the course of many genen
tions, has brought it to its present perfection®in this mountai
hamlet could not, I think, be found elsewhere in the world ; nc
could they long subsist even here without the protection which i
afforded Ly its rare occurrence.”

THE cruellest people in social life are those who are exacting in
the matter of personal beauty. Though professedly susceptible, they
are by nature hard-hearted and unimpressionable. They wanl
generosity ; they are deficient in sympathy ; they know nothing ol
personal affinity and community of sentiment. ‘l'o them facia
expression, and the colour that comes and goes in forehead and
cheek and lips, have no meaning but the meaning of artistic effect
and their glance, even when it is a glance of admiration, is devoid ol
kindness and genuine feeling.  Such people are incapable of the fine1
arts f pleasing, and they derive but little pleasure themselves in thei
social relations.  Their fastidiousness amounts to partial blindness
their affectation of taste denotes a deficiency of sensibility. How
can he ¢njoy life who is hard to please by the qualities of face and
figure, of voice and expression and mode of speech of those among

whom he moves? What would society be i there were in it mo
charm for us but the charm of perfection?
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commendation for his enterprise and his zeal. For a long ti
fought an up-hill fight, and he fought it well. Victory crowne
efforts, as victory always crowns perseverance and courage.
Standard now gives the proprietor a princely income. He can.
to encounter opposition ; and, at the -same time, the growing
larity of moderate opinions and the gradual fading away of
Gladstone’s majority seem to offer an opening for a new Constitu
paper. Two gentlemen of considerable journalistic] capacit
retiring from the Sfandard, and a north-country newspaper, *
seems to be well informed, says theyjare to be the head and fn
the new journal. The Conservative party rarely encourages its ¢
in the press, much less does it support them ; but in the pi
case, my norther: friend says, one hundred and fifty tho
Conservative sovereigns are ready to back this new enterprise.
noughts may be taken off these figures, 1 fancy. But there:
no reason to doubt the coming paper, even if we sigh in vain f
coming man. Various other enterprises are spoken of for th
year, into the portals of which we are just stepping. I turr
my new blotting pad, set out the new date, and wish them a1
readers all the success and prosperity which merit, courage, an
ability are entitled to hope for and expect.

THERE are just now many indications of the growth of a |
and purer taste in dramatic art than has latterly marked the I
of the stage. One of my contributors in the Gentleman's A
has done full justice to the situation. Tn changes of all kind
takes will necessarily occur. The better days are discounted
Refoym has done her work, and men incapable of forming a
judgment of things too often step forth to guide the times.
management of the Queen’s and the Holborn Theatres have :
a desire to interpret the Dbetter taste of the day, and m
to the higher hopes and desires of playgoers. @ The
has produced “Cromwell,” the other “Lost and Found,”
by men of literary capacity ; but neither of them giving evi
of dramatic genius. These two plays are the closing failures
year. The maoagement of the two houses, and not the autho
responsible for this. Colonel Richards’s play of “ Cromwell
fine dramatic poem, but quite unfit for the stage. If some
popular authors would only condescend to work side by sid
some of our best actors or most experienced stage managers,
would be fewer bad plays and many more successful playwright
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a perpetual whirl of excitement, anxiety, fear, happiness, depres-
sion, misery, and bliss.”

“You have indeed been enjoying yourself,” said Jacob, smiling.
“How long has it taken to go through so much ?”

“Two days, my dear boy ; only two days. I seem to have lived
half a century in that time. Apart from the immediate - sensations of
the present, my mind has been wandering in the past. I have been
tumbling and somersault throwing, in imagination, down Spawling’s
garden ; mixing Indian ink at the pump, thrashing that big fellow
from the country with the greasy dinner-bag; dodging Dorothy
upstairs and downstairs and in my lady’s chamber; doing mock
heroics among autumn leaves betwcen here and a famous cottage at
Cartown ; wondering all sorts of things about you and Lucy; and,
above all, falling desperately in love myself, and ready and willing at
this moment to go through the last act with real properties. But
it is like me. I ask you to tell me all about yourself, and proceed
at once to give you my own history. When you know all, you
will forgive my wretched egotism, and laugh at my miscellaneous
sensations. But we are all strange creatures of impulse, and there
does seem such a magic in this old town of our boyhood, that I must
be forgiven if I am not quite myself here.”

Spen thrust his hands deep down into his pockets, then removed
them, stood up, sat down, looked at the ceiling, warmed himself
at an imaginary fire (which summer had covered up with paper
shavings), patted Jacob on the back, and called him a “dear old
boy,” and exhibited many other signs of the excitement of which
he had spoken. ]

Supper was brought in while the two young fellows conversed, but
it did little to interrupt their animated intercourse. Whenever an
opportunity occurred Jacob told Spen of his troubles and triumphs, and
Spen threw in at every opportunity snatches of his own experiences,
which in their way were strange and interesting, but neither so varied
nor so romantic as Jacob’s. Spen had been hard at theatrical work
for years. His stories were of patient study at home, drudgery at
rehearsals, and hard work before the footlights; leading gradually
up to that brilliant success of which we have previously heard. He
told Jacob that there was much less of sentiment and romance in a
theatrical carcer than the public understood. Success demanded
very much more drudgery and labour than was generally imagined.
Details of dress, of manner, studies of look, gesture, walk, pose, and a
variety of apparently small things made up the grand whole of an

ctor's art. But Spen was not willing, evidently, to say much
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“ Ah! well, you're none the worse off for that; and you can’t help=
having no mother. I dare say you'll try to make out that you have=
been a stolen child, to excite sympathy, and impose upon the bene—
volent and tender-hearted, eh ?—the charitable and philanthropic—=
people who endow beggary and roguery. Do you know what philan—
thropy is ?”

“No, mum ; please, mum.”

“Ah! I dare say you don’t even know your alphabet. I dare say
you think it's something to eat.”

“I don’t know, mum, please; but will you buy—some—
pegs?”

“No, child, certainly not. Miss Winthorpe—Edith, I say!” shouted
Mrs. Gompson, turning her head into the house; whereupon Jacob
gave further signs of excitement and agitation, such as had almost
attracted the griffin eyes of Aunt Keziah to the gooseberry bushes.

“What's the matter now?” asked Spen, in a whisper.

“Never mind,” said Jacob, in reply. ‘Fate is only having a lark
with us, as Windgate Williams would say. Let the magician go on :—
let the play be played out.”

“All right,” whispered Spen. ¢ Miss Winthorpe has her cue;
don’t interrupt her.”

A young lady in a light morning dress came to the door.

“ Edith, by all that’s good and beautiful !” said Jacob.

“My angel ! my angel !” said Spen. “My Titania! The lady I
told thee of.”

“Do keep quiet, Spen,” said Jacob ; “we shall be discovered.”

““You make more noise than I do,” replied Spen; “keep quiet
yourself ; you are almost shaking the leaves off that tree.”

“ Marjr, Mary,” exclaimed Mrs. Gompson, looking straight in the
direction of Jacob. “ Those cats are among the gooseberry bushes
again. Go and drive them away, every berry will be shaken off;
we shall not have gooseberries to make a tart of, much more for
preserving.” -

““Now you have done it,” whispered Spen; “here’sa go. I will
frighten her into fits if she comes.”

Spen pushed back his hat, lifted up his collar, dropped his jaw, and
struck a most strange and idiotic attitude, which convulsed Jacob
with silent laughter. The change was as rapid as it was grotesque.
The face was quite a psychological triumph. Jacob was at once
carried back to his early mceting with Spen. He laughed several
big berries to the ground in spite of all his efforts to control himself.
Fortunately, however, Mary was making bread, and it was not
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“Well, well, what is it ?”

“ I had just caught the poor little beggar at the same time ttm =wt
Titania swooped down upon her.

“Who? who?”

¢ Titania—Flora—Dorcas—Hebe—Miranda—heaven knows whka =t
her preper name is—Edith you call her. She had hurried out of t%m ¢
front door to give the child money, and, by the Lord! I've kissed ln =1,
Now, it is no good frowning on a fellow ; I couldn'’t help it. Shhe=7s
my fate, and, by Jupiter! she shall go back to London with me I

When Spen’s boisterous declarations were somewhat subdue«d,
Jacob told him all he knew of Edith, and ventured to predict
that she had been induced to leave home and take a situation =as
teacher owing to the unkind treatment and jealousy of her sisters.

“And what do you propose to do?” said Spen, his eyes full of
astonishment and wonder.

“To take you into the dear old house, my boy, and, if you are
willing, introduce you formally to your fate.”

“Willing !” exclaimed Spen with theatrical action and fervour-
“ Away, away ! my soul’s in arms, and eager for the fray.”

CHAPTER XLVI.

HOW JACOB PERFORMED A DELICATE NEGOTIATION ON BEHALF OF MR.
PAUL FERRIS, TOGETHER WITH OTHER INTERESTING INFORMATION.

“ON second thoughts, Spen, you had better let me see the lady
alone,” said Jacob, when the two were on the threshold of the well-
known front door.

“ My own thought, with a but,” said Spen.

“Well, what is the but? Go on, mon am:.”

“Perhaps it is only ‘much ado about nothing; but you will
remember Claudio’s lines :—

Friendship is constant in all other things

Save in the office and affairs of love ;

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues;
Let every eye negotiate for itself,

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch,
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.”

“Js it come to this, i’ faith ?” said Jacob, smiling.
“It was the flat transgression of the schoolboy, that being
overjoyed with finding a bird's nest, he showed it to his companion,
who stole it.”’
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Edith has since confessed that she expected a declarati«>x
of love from Jacob, and that she was quite prepared to receive= 3
kindly.

“Then in the first place, Miss Winthorpe, I beg to tender to y~ «>vy
the most abject apologies of a friend of mine whose love rather oute~—=x
his discretion this morning.”

‘“Indeed !” said Edith again, and this time in a little confusie>x,
rendered more apparent by a sudden doubt as to the motives of
Jacob’s visit. .

“He is a gentleman, a man of taste and feeling, of noble arad
generous impulses. I have known him for years ; and he has see=m
you.”

Edith blushed and began to twist her handkerchief round he=r
fingers.

“To be plain with you, Miss Winthorpe, he wishes to be intrc>"
duced to you, and if you can like him, he is ready to marry yom—2
whenever you will name the day. There!”

“There! Yes, I think you may say, ‘There” A nice piece o %
business to come upon and to propound before one has spoken hal
a dozen words to you, Mr. Martyn,” said Edith, rising and openingZ=
the door, to the consternation of the domestic, who was so deeply™
interested in the conversation that she stood gaping at Edith, withs
only a vague idea that she had been caught in the act.

“I thought I heard you, Mary,” said Edith, calmly; ‘“perhaps yous
will step inside and take a seat ?”

Mary sneaked away and plunged her arms once more into the=
dough, which she beat and buffeted and rolled about in the mos®&=
savage manner ; sad illustrations of her wrath being exhibited the=
next momning ‘in the flat hard cakes that were placed on Mrs —
Gompson’s breakfast-table.

Edith was not much disconcerted at this amusing incident >
indeed, she laughed heartily when she had closed the door upow=™
Mary, and turning to Jacob said:  Well, what is this gentlema =7
like? Is he handsome? Has he money? You see I am quite =
woman of the world. I have left home to seek my fortune ; and -
must be my own mamma and solicitor in this matter.”

And then she laughed again, at which Jacob was not pleased.

*“But I think, perhaps, it would be best for me to send for M ==
Gompson and take her advice,” she said, in a graver mood.

“No! no! for goodness sake don't do that,” said Jacob.

“But is this proper, Mr. Martyn, to call upon a young lm «®y
when”
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There is no human being that is all bad. There are cornersi
the blackest hearts where some little goodness still remains to prot
the divinity of their Maker. Amy Clifton was not all bad ; her lo
lover soon showed himself to her in his true colours; she heard
the break-up of poor Liston Dudley; and one dreary night in wint¢
an outcast and a wanderer, she found out his quiet retreat, an
imploring forgiveness, died in his arms, of want, neglect, a
remorse.

His love for this woman was poor old Dudley’s big sorrow ; a
once a year, as I have said, he gave himself up to it wholly ; but}
memory was always with the bright, sunny, dazzling girl who h
played Juliet to his Romeo in the days of his youth.

Silly old man ! some of my readers may say. Perhaps he m
perhaps not. It is not for us to judge him. There is no knowi
what you and I may come to, my friend. Fate has all to do with
Dr. Horatio Johnson says; and you may rely upon it he is not :
wrong. I have just returned from a long journey. At starting
young woman took a seat in a wrong train. The guard speedily §
her right. If we could all of us only be put right when we begin ¢
long journey“on life’s railway! If Fate, who may be taken as 1
guard, wouldfonly tell us when we stepped into the wrong tra
That young woman I spoke of would have gone to Lond
instead of Birmingham, if the Great Western guard had 1
interfered. If Fate had only told Liston Dudley that
was in the wrong train when he took his seat for the theatre
that night of Amy{Clifton’s benefit! But you see, Fate did nothi
of the sort, Mr. Williams would say ; therefore it was his fate to
wrong. And’the guard knew it when he opened the first-class de
to Lord Menzwith.

We leave Mr. Liston Dudley, however, soothed and consoled
the company of those who love him, and in whose happiness
unselfish and noble nature finds its sweetest delight in these lat
days.

A pilgrimage which the happy bride and bridegroom made
Cartown and the house among the trees, a few months later, reveal
a pathetic episode in the married life of Will Tunster and our ¢
friend Dorothy.

It was evening when Jacob and Lucy, after a series of sh
journeys, reached Cartown ; but the sun was only just beginning
show golden signs of his departure to other lands; so they det
mined to see Mr. and Mrs. Tunster that night. Full of the ps
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The woman having become the wife, was not, however, to b
shaken in her honour and integrity..

“ I loved thee once, Tom Huntly,” she said, “and thou knows it
but now and for ever thou art as dead to me as I thought thee wher
X stood in our old parish church, and bound myself, for weal or fo
woe, to Will Tunster, the mail-driver of Crossley.”

Nevertheless there was long afterwards a shadow on the spirit o
Dorothy, but she never let it fall upon Will Tunster, though she coul¢
mot help showing it to Jacob and Lucy. She was a true wife to Will
combatting and conquering what she regarded as the unlawful ben
of her affection towards her early love. Patiently, and with enduring
fortitude, did the good soul strive to forget the past, and to love
honour, and obey the man who had sworn to cherish and protect her

In the end, as the duties of the mother succeeded to those of the
wife, 2 higher and holier feeling took the place of respect and esteem
and Will Tunster was beloved of Dorothy his wife.

““There are homesteads which have witness’d deeds
That battle fields, with all their banner’d pomp,
Have little to compare with. Life’s great play,
May, so it have an actor great enough,

Be well performed upon a humble stage.”

(70 be concluded next month.)
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to the capital of civilisation and entrepdt of all that—rvide Victo
Hugo passim—was unconquerable in France by the Germans. Pas
sing these blocks afterwards on the road down it was curious to not
that, although the sun-rays had not reached them, and although thv
temperature had never gone nearer thawing than 26 or 27 degree
Fahrenheit, nevertheless the sharp edges of the blocks and nearly al
the tool marks were gone, as though glacier ice thaws when the ai
is lower than 32 degrees. Can that be so as a matter of fact?
There were two things worthy of observation in the journey dow
to this, the inner gate of the Oberland. One was the thousands «
crows which fairly blackened now the air as they flew, now the sne
where they settled. The extreme cold has laid not a few of the
predatory ornithological negroes dead by the roadside, but still tiu
rise in myriads and haunt the neighbourhood of the chalets, whi
may afford a morsel of food over which to have a battle royal. An
thing like the number of these birds I haveneverseen. Inone floc
if I may use the word, I had counted up to 230 when they rose, a1
then they were not half numbered. The other point was the chan
which one night had wrought in the shape of the masses of ice on t|
Rothenfluh. One piece, which yesterday was a delicate fringe, w
to-day solid as a knife-blade. Another was yesterday a congeries
huge stalactites—two hours ago it was but a- serrated edge. A1
yet there has been no thaw, no wind, no sleet, no snow, no rain,
affect these beautiful forms. King Frost appears to deal with the
as a child deals with a box of bricks. Now they take one shape, n¢
another, without apparent law. Any artist who may accept my advi
to come here and copy nature and make his fortune, must be conte
to hurry in his transcript of the patterns provided for him, or be d
appointed, when he returns to finish his sketch, to find that Nature h
been beforehand with him, and given him new beauties instead of ol

CHARLES WILLIAMS.
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Sovereign, her womanly virtues would not be a reason for permitting
her to violate the Constitution and to infringe our political rights.
Constitutional loyalty to the Throne is not inspired by the character
of the occupant. In countries where the ruler is a despot, personal
attachment is all important, but where the ruler is a constitutional
monarch the stability of the Throne does not depend upon the private
character of the wearer of the crown. It is of great moment that the
fierce light which, as the poet says, beats about the Throne should
show to the nation an example of exalted virtue ; but that is beside
the political question. So if Mr. Bradlaugh had proved that the
Princes of the House of Brunswick must needs be libertines, it would
by no means follow that we ought to oust the present reigning
family.

Mr. Bradlaugh strings together the evil stories which have been
told about the Georges, which he says he believes to be true. His
credulity is marvellous if he assumes that the Georges altogether
escaped calumny. In my article on the pamphlet I said that if all
the stories about the Georges are true, if they were the vilest of men,
and if bad private character were a reason for a change of dynasty,
still it would not be fair to visit the sins of his ancestors upon Albert
Edward Prince of Wales, and by way of illustration I wrote : “Suppose
that Mr. Bradlaugh’s ancestors had been very abominable persons,
that would be no reason for punishing Mr. Bradlaugh, or for declaring
him incompetent to hold a public office.” This put Mr. Bradlaugh
hors de combat, and, writhing on the ground, he blurts out a confes-
sion of the unsoundness of his views, and very curtly repudiates the
leading argument of his pamphlet. He thus writes: “But it is
asked, Ought the fact that George IV. was ‘a very bad man’ to be
urged as a ground for hindering the succession of Albert Edward to the
Throne? Certainly not!” Certainly not! Then why does Mr. Brad-
laugh devote the greater part of his pamphlet to the recital of the
vicious stories told of the Georges? If they have nothing to do
with the question, why are they repeated? Was it to make the
pamphlet acceptable to the debased wretches who revel in stories of
profligacy? I will charitably assume that Mr. Bradlaugh thought
they were relevant to the issue until I gave the cowp de grdca
Mr. Bradlaugh then proceeds: “But the fact that the four Georges
were all very bad kings, and that William IV. was not a good
one, ought not to be a ground for electing Albert Edward to
the throne.” This is tilting at a bogus windmill in pantomimic
fashion. I do not say that the Prince of Wales should be elected
to the Throne because his royal ancestors were bad. No ome












A GARDEN IN SURREV!

F any of our classical readers should chance to have enter
tained hitherto even the shadow of a shade of doubt as to
the real existence of Virgil’s ¢ Corycius Senex ” in the flesh,
let him henceforth own that that shade is dispelled, for thatat

Wallington, in the parish of Beddington, near Croydon, less than
fifteen miles from London, resides the venerable sage whom Virgl
has immortalised under that name, and he has lately written a book,
which, if it were only in poetry instead of prose, would easily pass
muster as a fifth Georgic, on Horticulture.

But Mr. Smee is not a poet; he is a practical man; he is wel
known in the City of London as chief medical officer of the Bank of
England, and as the busiest of busy men in other matters of a com
mercial, as well as of a scientific nature. He has found time, howerer,
—at the beginning and end of the day, we presume—to bring into
successful cultivation a small estate of which he is the owner, and
which, as he tells us in his preface, he regards in a twofold light;
firstly, as ““ an experimental garden, designed to obtain information,”
and secondly, as “a practical garden, from which his residence in
town is supplied with vegetables, fruit, and flowers.” The book
which he has lately published under the title of “ My Garden,” will
serve to justify this twofold ¢ end and aim.”

It appears from a perusal of the second chapter of the work before
us that when he entered upon his land at Beddington, what nowis
Mr. Smee’s garden was a peaty bog, across which he could not walk.
However, he at once set to work to remove the cause of offence by
taking in hand and fairly mastering the river which ran through it,
and which he regarded as an enemy that could be turned into &
friend ;

Mults mole docendus aprico parcere prato.

He “lowered the central brook, made a second stream paralle}
with the river, and another crossing the garden at right angles ;
nor was he victorious on the waves alone : he conquered also the peat
and the sand ; studied the nature of the chalk soil of the district ims=
mediately adjoining his property ; introduced a system of drainage

® My Garden: its Plan and Culture. By Alfred Smee, F.R.S. (Londoa:
Bell and Daldy. 1872.)
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present rector. It contains, we will only state here, many monu-
ments of the Carews, which will serve to keep alive the memory of
that antique family when the present generation shall have passed
away. The cut representing a distant view of Beddington Church
as seen across the park from Mr. Smee’s garden is kindly lent to us
by the author.

The neighbourhood of Beddington and Wallington is very richly
timbered, though many fine trees have been cruelly and needlessly
cut down. One tree of historic interest, for two centuries known
among the villagers as Queen Elizabeth’s Qak, and which bore some
resemblance to Herne’s Oak in Windsor Park, as Mr. Smee tells us,
was “ruthlessly removed a few years since to make way for an ugly
new watercourse, and carried to a timber yard in Croydon.” Itis not
difficult to imagine its fate. But its memory ought to be preserved ;
and we reproduce an interesting outline of it.

QUEEN ELIZABETH'S OAK.

It only remains to add that Mr. Smee’s handsome and agreeable
Volume is adorned with several hundreds of exquisite wood engra-
Vings, large and small, illustrative of the subjects of which he treats—
Subjects nearly as many and manifold as were discoursed of by the
Jewish King of old, who spake of all trees, ‘“from the cedar to the
hyssop on the wall.” These illustrations, several specimens of which
we have been allowed to transfer to our own pages, range over
every possible subject in any way connected with a garden, even
down to the minutest of shells, aphides, and fungi, and, shall we say
the tiny friends or enemies of the horticulturist ?—birds and worms.
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For much of the contents and of the ornamentation of his volume, Mr
Smee, we observe, is indebted to the skill and industry of his accom
plished daughter ; and the majority of the botanical drawings haw
been made and engraved by Mr. Worthington Smith, the fungologist
while the geological map of the district in which the author’s moden
Eden stands, has been supplied from the Ordnance Survey Office b

Sir Henry James.
. E. Warrorp, M.A.
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character was fully carried out by his deeds. He was a good, kind
friend to the poor; none who sought his aid ever went away with
their griefs unlightened, if it was in his power to assuage them,
and if it was not, his poorer neighbours took the will for the deed, and
returned home comforted. Every one, and with reason, blessed the
good Padre, or Father John, as the people usually called him.
Casual observers might have taken him for the father of the
fine boy, whose hand was so confidingly placed in his. He was,
however, only his sincere friend, guardian, and preceptor. The
boy himself was in appearance slight and tall. He had a frank,
open countenance, deep blue eyes which looked at you fearlessly,a
very straight nose, a complexion sunburnt from exposure to all
weathers, and a mouth and chin whose expression showed an amount
of firmness and perseverance rarely seen in one so young. Very .
small feet, and white, strong hands, gave evidence of gentle, perhaps <
noble birth. As the two sauntered along, they were engaged ina
conversation which seemed deeply interesting to both master and _A
pupil, and well it might be, as the subject under their notice was =mm
none other than Homer.

As they discussed the glorious poetry of the grand old bard,
and Father John told his young pupil of the brave deeds ofilllmé
the warriors there described, the boy’s eyes sparkled and hissmssss
cheeks flushed, and, clasping his hands, he eagerly exclaimed e
“Oh! that I may live to be a man, then will I be a soldier, and bys=s¥
God’s grace will strive to imitate these glorious deeds.”

“ Yes, Richard,” said the kind priest, smiling at his companion'ss==s
boyish enthusiasm, “so you shall; and meantime, by much studyggssy
during these precious years of your boyhood, and many deeds Oummmsl
charity, making your poorer neighbours’ woes your own, you
earn a crown of immortal glory, better, far better, than all the perishussssa-
able ones of this world.”

In conversations such as this did the good Father strive to sow"V
in his young charge’s mind the seeds of good deeds, of acts whic——1b
should make his name blessed in many an humble abode, looked =P
to and reverenced even as his own was, and the boy gave promis== st
of repaying his guardian for all his trouble and unceasing car——¢
So conversing, the two came to a large rambling old house, situatems -¢
in the heart of the forest. It consisted of two wings—one enti
covered with ivy, which clung to its grey, time-stained .
twining itself in and out of the quaint casements, making t =t
home of many a sparrow and starling, which, in return for o~ t

shelter afforded them, sang a never ending bymn of joy e esmel
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To the transcript of the register is subjoined—*“It is obs
that in the old register there is prefixed to the name of every

of noble blood such a mark as this /

At the name of Richard Plantagenet there is the same mark
is the first thatis so distinguished), only with this difference, th:

is a line running across it thus / \

\

Richard Plantagenet’s tomb, in the wall of Eastwell Chun
exists, but it appears to be of a much later date. There is ren
in existence in Eastwell Park the ruin of a dwelling said t
been his house, and a dried-up well near it, which to this
called “Plantagenet's Well.” There Sir Thomas Moyle four
and heard his strange eventful history.
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“ Now clare de decks,” says he,
“For I'm goin’ to take command ;
For I know by heart ivery mortial part
Av my native say and land,
And de sky on ayther hand—

“We've tin rigimints av horse
Chewin’ de cud below,

And a park of artillery bould
Away up aloft, I know,
Impatient to spake to de foe.

“You, Hannibal, take to de wather
Wid a bigbattalion av horse !

And let Julius Caizar climb de shrouds
To command de artillery force.
I’ll remain in my cabin av coorse ;

“ For I hear it beginnin’ to tunder,
And de lightnin’ 'll soon commince,
And de rain in me eyes it vaaries in size
From a shillin’ to eighteen pince,

Divle de laste pritince.”

So into de wather, intint upon slaugther,
Bould Hannibal led de Huzzars,

And Julius Caizar saluted de foe
Wid sizeable shrapnel bars,
From his post on de mizin spars:

Till de mist clared slowly off ;

And what do ye tink we found ?
Why sure dat de say had run away
And lift us upon dthry ground,

Wid de inimy scatthered around.

And a finer sight nor dat—
For, strokin’ his charger’s neck,

And wavin’ his hat, bould Hannibal sat
On deir Lord High Admiral’s deck,
And dat same a beautiful wreck.
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where he resided ; but during some nine months in the year he hung
about my uncle’s back premises, providing by hook or by crook fish
and fowl for “the master'’s” larder, always ready and eager at a
moment's notice to take the field with his master or his guests, and
lead them right up to whatever game there was to be shot at on the
estate, or, for that mater, over the border either. Suffering as the
unfortunate man did from an incurable mania for destroying and appro-
priating the wild denizens of the bog or hill—towit, the game thereof—
my uncle wisely determined that he should do so as his keeper, and,
by an irregular wage and more regular interviews with the butler, he
kept on good terms with him, though his patience was frequently tried
to the utmost by the tailor’s drinking propensities, which, when the fit
came on him, sent him back after a three or four days’ absence with
the fishiest of eyes and a glowing nose that you could almost light
your pipe at.  His tobacco, like his liquors, he preferred neat—an
inexhaustible quid bulged out his left cheek from morning to night.
He spoke English in a fair but original style, occasionally introducing
sesquipedalia verba picked up from the newspapers, which he under-
stood as little as he was proud of them. He was full of anecdotes,
and his tongue was seldom quiet, but he was always respectful and
“know'd” his place. Such was my companion and fidus Achates fox
the next six weeks. And what a glorious time we had of it! Oh
for the joys of a tramp over a rough wild beat, with its mixed bag,
and no unpleasant suggestions as to your non-possession of a game-
licence ; no would-be-sharp watchers to inquire “yer bizness a tres-
passin’,” if perchance you follow a wild covey a few fields beyond
your bounds. Ah!—come, I'm off the line. Whip me back to that
duck and ducking of mine which I sat down to write about.

The yarns “ The Little Tailor” was wont to spin to me about his
“t doughty deeds ” amongst the wild fowl in winter time, with a certain
long-barrelled ramshackle rusty gun, which was slung to the rafters of
his cottage, made me as keen as mustard to have an innings at the
same kind of game.

“ When would the ducks begin to show?” I asked. “Oh! for the
matter of that there was ever a few dooks aboot; but in a week or
two, about the end of October, if I could get out along with him by
nights he would expose to me a grand shoot. But I must be sure to
borrow the master’s long gun.” “What gun?” I asked. “Oh, the
master's got a beautiful gun within, what he bought last year ; she
will throw five loads of shot quite easy, and kill most any distance.
He lended her to me once last winter, and I had a misfortune wid
her ; the nose of her got chocked up with snow as I pushed her over
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straining at the leash like a grevhound who has sighted his hare. The
ducks kept coming in closer and closer to the shore. From where]
stood they seemed to be hardly twenty vards from the end of one of
the walls. I was inwardly confounding my messenger, morally con-
vinced that he was sipping beer in the servants’ hall, and aboat to
slip down to the river and try my luck with my own little gun, when
the object of my objurgations appeared at the “ double,” trailing the
great gun, and panting and perspiring as if he had been racing all the
way, instead of from the first corner only.
We had some difficuity in loading. The weapon was not caly
heavy in hand, but such a great “ bore,” that, having no proper
wadding, we had to administer an alarming “ bolus ” of paper to bring
her up to the mark (about two and a half hands on the ramrod, so
said the tailor), and no cap could fit her properly ; however, at last
I was off with her in my arms, and with stealthy stride and humped
back I gained the shelter of the wall without attracting the attention
of my quarry. Now for a moment’s rest and a change of hands for
the gun. Didn’t my arm ache, that’s all? and wasn't I puffing and
blowing like a young grampus? It was a mercy the ducks didn't
hear me. However, I shut off steam as well as I could, and paddied
down the soft, muddy ditch behind the wall as noiselessly as I could,
for a hundred yards or so, when I thought I would take stock of the
relative positions of the ducks and myself. So I doffed my hat, and
clambering up the green, slimy stones, peeped over the wall. I do
not think that I shall ever forget the scene before me : a wild stormy
sunset in the western background, with every symptom of a dirty
night brewing in the offing ; a stiff breeze hissed through the coping
stones of the wall charged with the many flavours of the sea, and
occasionally whisked a splash of salt spray into my face; the air
was full of weird cries of wild sea birds, discoursing sweet musicto a
sportsman’s ear ; the lap-lapping of the tide on the other side of the
wall secemed to keep time with the thumping of my heart. Three
curlew, taken for once in their lives off their guard, flapped lazily
past within a few yards of me. Happily for my chance at the ducks,
I had left the gun at the foot of the wall.or I do not think I could
have resisted the temptation to give them a salute. But, oh! cul-
mination of cxcitement ! there was a big patch of ducks dancing on
the waves, well within range of the wall, about 150 yards farther
down. I slipped back into the ditch in no time, seized the big
gun, and, grovelling down under the shelter of the wall, crept along
all I thought I was about opposite them. Another shin-grazing
climb and a peep, with the mortifying result of finding the ducks Yad
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preached by Dr. Pearson, afterwards Bishop of Chester, w
Fuller, quaintly, “rendered this reason why he cautiously dec
commending of the deceased, because such praising wouk
adequate to any expectation in that auditory, seeing such wi
him not would suspect it far above, whilst such who were act
with him did know it much beneath his due dessert.” Elegia
poured forth in abundance, whilst many who admitted hit
whilst he lived disputed his position after his death, or essayt
their “cuckoo-eggs in his nest.” Everybody has read “ Hu
but there are not many who are equally familiar with Cleavel:
was to Butler what Jonson was to Shakespeare and Parnell |
No one has even attempted to show that Cleaveland exerci
influence over the development of his more famous succes:
no diligent student can read the poems of the former witl
covering in them hints of style and certain kinds of satire :
allusiveness which serve to give to “ Hudibras ” half its ch:
power.

Cleaveland was by no means a voluminous writer. H
works do not make a volume of the size of * Hudibras,’
found quite as many imitators, and to Clavdandise was
common as recently it was to write “ Carlyleise.” But his o«
coarseness—a quality as common in Robert Herrick, who wx
student at Cambridge in his time—offends our polite ears ; t
shall esteem myself fortunate if I can only do for the form
SvrLvaNus UrBaN did for the latter in the earlier number:
magazine. The same tendency to conceits is observable
poems of both, though it is not so systematically deve
Cleaveland, who calls up image after image, and scarcely «
himself with the orderly pursuit and elaboration of any.
his love poems are most characterised by what may b
systematic ideas. “Fuscara, or the Bee-Errant,” is som
Herrick’s style. The airy freebooter passes from Fuscara’s :

her hand :—
Here, while his canting drone-pipe scan’d
The mystick figures of her hand,
He tipples palmistry, and dines
On all her fortune-telling lines.
He bathes in bliss, and finds no odds
Between this nectar and the gods’.
Hg perches now upon her wrist
“per hawk for such a fist),
= that flesh his bill of fare,
e cannibals would spaxe.
. . .


















A VALENTINE.

" AHAT shall I send my sweet to-day,
5 A When all the woods attune to love ?
Es9 And fain I'd show the lark and dove
That I can love as well as they.

I'll send a locket full of hair ;
But no, for it might chance to lie
Near to her heart, and I should die
Of Love’s sweet envy to be there !

A violet were meet to give ;
Yet stay !—she’d touch it with her lips,
And after such complete eclipse

How could my soul content to live ?

I'll send a kiss, for that will be
The quickest sent, the lightest borne,
And well I know to-morrow morm
She’ll send another back to me.

Go, happy winds, ah ! do not stay,
Enamoured of my lady’s cheek,
But hasten home and I'll bespeak

Like services another day !

M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
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several occasions offices of mark in the Republic,® in the class of
patricians ; and that since the fifteenth century until the present day
the Buonapartes have been lords of Baetria. I think that this will
suffice to convince you of the identity of the Majorcan and Corsican
families.

“¢They are most assuredly one and the same race, if what
M. Herarger has told me on your part be true. But he added before
my departure for Marseilles that the Majorcan house was become
extinct. That of Corsica still subsists, and reckons many members,
of whom Hermanno and Carlos Buonaparte are both established in
Tuscany.

¢ ¢That God, our Lord, may preserve your life, is the prayer of
your Servant and Brother in Jesus Christ, .

4 ¢ EusBIO CASSAR,

“ ¢ Of the Society of Jesus.’

‘“¢Do you not see, monsieur,’ said the venerable ecclestastic,
¢do you not see in that Charles Buonaparte the husband of Leetita
Ramolino, and in both the parents of the First Consul, of the
Emperor and King of Italy ?’ ”

Jonx LeicrTON, F.S.A.

# Corsica was at this time a dependency of the G Repullic.
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Freeman office, and the Evening Post. No other portion of the Dublin
press demands notice in this place; the character of the other journals
can be easily obtained from a newspaper directory. There is, however,
another paper in Ireland which may be cited among the curiosities
of journalistic literature.  This is the Limerick Chronicle, with which
is identified one of the most respected families connected with
the city whose name the paper bears. Its peculiarity, until
recently, consisted in its military news, which was the freshest and
fullest to be found in any paper in the United Kingdom. Indeed,
at one time it was quoted in the English journals, and it was a saying
that commandants of garrisons often learned their prospective move-
ments from the Limerick Chronicle before they received any orders
respecting them from the Horse Guards. Even now, though the
Dublin daily papers reach Limerick early in the day, the Limerick
Chronicle holds its own as a commercial speculation. It seldom
inserts editorial articles; but this defect—if, indeed, it be one—is
amply supplied by the able and tasteful manner in which it is sub-
edited. .

To sum up briefly the contents of this article—suggesting some
peculiarities of the Irish press—it may be said that the Irish National
press has done much to estrange the people in Ireland from the
priests ; that almost every influential paper in the sister island is
directed by Protestants; and that the daily press of Dublin enumerates
as many representatives as the daily press in London.

T. F. O'DONNELL.

. AL NANIN N N L N N A S
































































































THE TICHBORNE DOLE.

The exiled Dermot back agam H
At Tichborne Manor, day by day,
The Lady Mabel Tichborne lay.

So long her bed had been her lot,
And four white walls her only scene,
It may be she remembered not
That skies were blue and meadows green ;
But visions of a world more fair
Had often cheered her spirit there.

And she had learned that rank and gain
Are’nothing but a broken reed ;

And she had learned, by schooling pain,
To pity all who pity need ;

The naked, hungry, sick, and blind

Were never absent from her mind.

Her husband, Roger Tichborne, Knight,
Stood, one March morning, at her side,

Prepared to see her make the flight
Across Death’s darkly-rolling tide ;

¢ Q, art thou here, my lord?” said she—

T have one boon to ask of thee.”

“YWhat wouldst thou, wife?” Sir Roger said.
“T crave, my lord, a piece of ground,

To furnish forth a dole of bread,
As often as this day comes round ;

It is our Lady’s Day, you know,

Now grant my boon, and let me go.”
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When on her bed again she lay,

The house was gathered at her call ;
“ Now, listen to the words I say,

Bear witness to them, one and all,
While those broad acres feed the poor,
The Tichborne glory shall endure.

“ But should a Tichborne ever dare,
(As men will do, for sake of greed),
To meddle with the poor man’s share
Of Tichborne land ; in very deed
The shadow of my curse shall veil
The Tichborne name, and heirs will fail.”

* * * * *

Well nigh six hundred years had fled,
Since Lady Mabel passed away ;
And men had tasted of her bread,
And called her blest each Lady Day;
Until to Tichborne Hall one year
A lawless multitude drew near.

There every thief, and every knave,
And every wild and wanton soul,
For miles around Dame Mabel’s grave,
With riot clamoured for the dole ;
Thenceforward, for the sake of peace,

The gift, alas | was made to cease.

And from that hour, the Tichbornes lost
The kindly light of Fortune’s smile,
The good old name, so widely tost
Through court and camp, was hid awhile ;
"Twas ever so—* No poor man wrong,
If thou wouldst have thy castle strong I”
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The cashier replied, also in a low voice : “I shudder at the idea.
I am thinking of the ¢ Dead Stranger,” and cannot help doing so.”

The formality of the birthday kiss now began. Each person went
round the table, meeting one another and exchanging mutual good
wishes. Waldrich received an embrace and a kiss from each. He
went up to Miss Bantes. With unembarrassed courtesy they met
and exchanged a kiss ; but no sooner was that done than they looked

—

steadfastly in each other’s face, like persons who had quite unex——
pectedly recognised each other as old friends. Both were silent g0
their cyes met and seemed to penetrate each other’s thoughts, they—

bent forward once more, and the kiss was repeated as though the=
first was incomplete. I know not whether anybody remarked it 3
but this I know, that the mother discreetly let her eyes fall upon the
diamond ring on her finger. Waldrich suffered the cashier and
book-keeper to embrace him, but he felt no other kiss, and requested
from no one a second, but was satisfied with the first; and in truth
he looked altogether as though his broad chest was too narrow for
him. And Miss Bantes walked towards the window looking as if
something had happened to her.

Nevertheless, all that passed away; and the former cheerfulness
was restored. Two carriages were standing before the door ready;
and the party took a drive, and spent the delightful autumn after-
noon in the country.

CHAPTER IIL

Tue following day matters returned to their ordinary course. ‘The
new captain had business of various sorts to transact: he had
received leave of absence to visit his general: he had also many
affairs relating to the company to arrange with his predecessor.  All
that made an absence of several weeks necessary.  He quitted Herr
Bantes's house as though it were that of his father; and the good people
took leave of him like a son, with parental admonitions, good advice,
and afiectionate wishes, but without any sorrow or sadness for the separa-
tion, as they felt sure of his speedy return. Waldrich and Frederica
parted just as they used to do when she was going to a party, or he
to parade; only she reminded him that he must not fail to be back
for her birthday on the 1oth of November. I had then the pleasure
of secing my friend on his way at my house. He was delighted at
his promotion, but was doubting whether (from what his general
said) he could depend on remaining long with his company at
Herbesheim.





































































Gustave Doré at Work. © 305%

travelled to this gallery. It has been more than a journey
1 the world. The tentative work scattered by the way is:
gious, but a pure thirst for the highest fame has” been the
ling incentive.

in illustration Doré has been schooling himself through many
' study of Rabelais, Dante, and Cervantes to Shakespeare,
v is to be presently his magnum opus: so in painting he
>een gallantly fighting his way per ardua ad alta. NEVER IN

E, BUT ALWAYS AT WORK—should be upon the shield of my
rious and gallant friend.

BLANCHARD JERROLD.
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themselves and the Conservative press. The Liberals, who are not
half as clever as the Conservatives in organisation, have only imitated
their opponents ; but they have not shown a wise discretion in their
arrangements. If I lived in the country I think I should decline
to be guided by any local journal that was indebted to either of these
party associations for its interpretation of public opinion.

EPIGRAM ON MATRIMONY.

By Francis de Maucroix, Canon of Rheims; quoted (from “Les
trois Sitcles ") in the Cole MSS., Brit. Mus.

Ami, je vois beaucoup de bien
Dans le parti qu'on me propose ;
Mais toutefois ne pressons rien:
Prendre femme est étrange chose,
Il faut y penser mfrement.

Gens sages, en qui je me fie,

M’ont dit que c’est fait prudemment
Que d'y penser toute sa vie.

TRANSLATION. By J. G. WH.

Much good, I clearly see, my friend,

Is in the match you recommend ;

Yet wedlock’s a queer sort of thing,
And needs no slight considering :

To hurry it were much amiss,

And wise ones, when the question’s this,
‘“Whether or no to take a wife?”

Tell me, “ Consider—all your life ! ”
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of grass and blue tufts of hyacinth trying to penetrate the bossy
undergrowth of fern and wild briar.

Clytie screamed a little ““ Oh ™ of surprise.

“ I beg your pardon,” said Tom, * for interrupting your charming
occupation, but I could not resist the pleasure of speaking to yon.”

“ Pray go away—go away this moment,” said Clytie, gathering up
her flowers and preparing to beat a hasty retreat, in case Mr. Mayfield
were obstinate.

“ Why,” asked Tom, in amazement, “am I so very objectionable
to you >”

“Oh! no, not that; but if my grandfather should hear that you
had spoken to me.”

“Well, surely that woukl not be a serious matter, Miss Waller,"
said Tom, his eyes drinking in the pretty expression of Clytie's em-
barrassment.

“Oh! it would indeed ; he would be very angry ; pray go away.”

“But if I explain to your grandfather,” Tom remonstrated.

“ He will not believe you ; he does not even believe me now, Mr.
Mayfield,” said Clytie, dropping her head and sighing, and firing Tom
with a desire to take her hand and rush into a wild confession of his
love.

“ Not believe you! Oh, my dear—I mean Miss Waller,” said
Tom.

“No, not in me,” said Clytie ; “ but pray go away, Mr. Mayfield.”

“If you insist then I must obey,” said Tom, “but I think Mr.
Waller would accept any explanation of our meeting which I might
give him.”

“Do you think so?" said Clytie, blushing at Tom’s earnest appealing
look.
% Oh, Miss Waller, if I had only the power to say he must listen
to me; if I could only win the right to take your hand and ask for
your confidence "——

“ Mr. Mayfield, what do you mean?” Clytie asked, looking him full
in the face, with a sudden effort of firmness which would have done
credit to an expert in the art of flirtation.

“ Mean ! my dear Miss Waller ; have you not seen all along what
I mean? Have you not seen that I love you with all my heart and
soul, that I would dic for you, that I would esteem it the supremest
bliss to have the privilege of devoting my whole life to you ”——

Clytic only thought to herself that Phil Ransford had said almost
the same thing, but with his arm round her waist.

“You do not speak, you do not tell me to go away now "—
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of the wood, startling a cuckoo which had been calling to an inter-
loping companion, while Tom was crying and cursing his miserable
fate.

It was quite late in the afternoon before Tom returned to College.
The professors had laid down their books for the day. Tom
wandered through the empty hall, with his gown under his arm;
and then sought his own rooms, where he was surprised to find
Mr. Luke Waller, and still more surprised to learmn that the old
man had been anxiously waiting his return for more than an hour.

(7o be continued.)


















































































































Shakespeare's Plilosopkers and Festers. 423

household luxuries, has long since fallen into disuse in merry
England. But the habit of maintaining cheerfulness, pleasantry,
humorous fancy, and witty discourse by our firesides need not there-
fore be abandoned. Our homes may be enlivened, our hearths kept
genial, by encouraging a plenitude of social wit amongst ourselves,
installing as our “ household word "—our idol— Shakespeare’s own
axiom, “ Laugh if you are wise.” And thus each man may become
his own factor—* Merriment made easy, or every man his own
fool.”
There is a merry old laughing song, which contains this memorable
couplet :—
How brave lives he that keeps a fool,
Although the rate be deeper ;
But he that is his own fool, sir,
Does live a great deal cheaper.
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solemn one—with the subdued strength consonant with such a meurn-
ful theme.”

“ And he did so support his part, Elia, in my thinking, at least.”

¢ Aye, that he did—sincerely playful with his children ; trulyloving
to his wife; indignant without arrogance against Cromwell and
Ireton; gricved at heart for his devoted subjects dead ; till, con-
centrating in that last long loving look at his Queen all the subdued
passion of his splendid suffering, he stepped forth to the block with 2
spirit that was King still over the souls of those that slew him.”

“Then, with me, you think him an actor?”

“ A great actor.”

“ And the Queen?”

“Full of rich promise. She hath both passion and pathos. Ayc!
I could not but sob when she spoke to her children of the Kings
going away for ‘a long, long time,’ and with what a royal scom she
withered Cromwell at the last !” ‘

*“ And what think you of him #”

“Too much of a foil mayhap ; but I hear Mr. B—— is a comic
actor, so we must excuse your poet for making his Cromwell look
more the fool than he was.”

_This much of a dramatic epistle to my good old friend Sylvanu~
Adieu !
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but don't think about marrying. That won’t do. You are too young
—don't let things go too far ; learn to know something of the world;
every one has his own good points; consider, therefore, what i
fitting for yourself: make Herr von Hahn's acquaintance—if you
don't like him, off he shall go. I will not force you to anything
only, on the other hand, do not force me.”

Thus was domestic peace restored, and a threatened storm diverted
by Madame Bantes’s prudence, and changed into a soft genial shower.
Former cheerfulness was, as far as could be, restored, and things
resumed their ordinary course. Frederica, quite at ease, thanked
‘Heaven that she had so far succeeded, and felt a confident hope of
“better things ” to come., Herr Bantes, too, anticipated from the future
“better things.” He was rejoiced that Frederica had resumed her
former gaiety, and put his plan into execution of writing to the
general. Madame Bantes, who loved with equal tenderness her
husband and her daughter, hoped less, feared less ; she left eventsto
the guidance of Heaven She regarded Waldrich as an adopted
son ; but she also highly valued Herr von Hahn, not only on account
of the favourable reports she had received of him, but also on
account of her husband’s prepossession in his favour. She was only
anxious for her daughter’s happiness; to her it was indifferent by
means of whom that object was accomplished.

(40 be continued.)
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And had you rallied round him then
With heart and hand, with will and pen,
Ye puny sons of better men !
France had been saved.
But ’stead of this, the Lord knows when
Fools worse behaved.

Your Nobles longed for Kings gone by,
That bruiséd reed your Bourgeoisie
For anything that pleased the eye

Or filled the purse ;
There was a talk of Liberty—

That specious curse.

With every principle mislaid,
With every rule of right gainsaid,
With every office made a trade,
The Press a trap,
The Nation muzzled and betrayed—
What worse could hap ?

He gave you order—gave you, too,

A lost prestige built up anew ;

For, in a word, he governed you
Wisely and well ;

And History, if her page speak true,
Shall one day tell

Of Italy from slavery freed,

Old foes in amity agreed,

And Commerce, in her utmost need,
Relieved from wrong ;

He could not check official greed—
That was too strong.

What were his crimes let others say.
A desp'rate game he had to play ;
And much he did in his short day
To curb the pranks
Of rogues that on fat burghers prey—
And got small thanks.
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Then, sudden as an April shower,

Did Faction paralyse his power,

And rivals rave, and liege-men cower ;
And one and all

Left him—the scape-goat of an hour,
Alone to fall.

Embittered end of checquered part !—
Ambition, ta’en for what thou art,
The wreck of feeling, soul, and heart,
Who would compete
For the best prizes of thy mart
Laid at his feet?

But this I'll say of him :—* Although
He'd plumbed the depths of weal and woe.
He never persecuted foe,
Or cast off friend!”
Can any of his judges show
Much less to mend ?

In troubled times his star appeared,

On chaos’ self his throne was reared,

And yet for many a day he steered
Through channels dark,

Till Treachery’s sullen rocks were neared :
They sank his bark.
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Thomas Bewick. the wood engraver. He became a pupil of Haydn, in whose
diary his name frequently occurs. *Mr. Landseer seems to have had a pious
pleasure in editing this biography and these letters of his old friend. We should
be wanting in otr duty were we not to thank him for furnishing us with such
interesting memorials of 2 man who did good work in his generation, but about
whom little is known.™— Zimes.

The circumstance altogether is a striking illustration of the persistency
with which a matter once put forth as history lives and grows.



















































Clytie. 507

“You think so? You are a woman, and can judge better. You
think he’s gone on account of Ransford’s hurt?”

‘ Disappointment ; the folly of setting his heart on a pretty, empty
head.”

“No words against my child !” exclaimed the old man, suddenly
rising to his feet.

“Well, then, don’t ask me questions,” said Mrs. Wilding.

“I will not, I will not; I will question the past—question my own
heart, my own experience,” said the.old man, with touching pathos.
“ Have you a daughter?”

“Thank goodness, no,” said Mrs. Wilding.

““Then you could not understand what I was about to say. Good
morning, Mrs. Wilding. I am sorry to have troubled you.”

And Mrs. Wilding, stood alone contemplating the wreck of Tom
Mayfield’s room, and wondering what old Waller would have said to
her if she had had a daughter.

(To be continned.}:



















The Wind-up of Hunting in the West. 513

would occupy a space almost as long as the speechés themselves.
It remains only to be mentioned that Mr. J. R. Newcombe, the
lessee of the theatre at Plymouth, himself as straight and good a
horseman as any in the hunt, enlivened the proceedings with some
good songs, in which acceptable service he was ably assisted by
some other gentlemen present. A more thoroughly satisfactory
wind-up—for it must of necessity virtually be so, the *humble
violets” being well out now—it would be hardly possible to conceive;
and it augurs well for the continued popularity of the noble sport of
fox-hunting in the west, and is a model of what a wind-up to a
successful season should be.
W. F. MARSHALL.














































































Shakespeares Philosophers and Festers. 539

And now, in conclusion, it may be conceded, the women enume-
rated throughout this essay, whether mainly endowed by the dramatist
with philosophical mental accomplishment, or with jesting powers,
are equally free from proving themselves to be either philosophresses
or jesteresses : they are natural-minded and gay-tempered women ;
expressing their sensible thoughts or their sportive ideas with sweet-
ness, ease, and grace—thoroughly feminine women—women that
one would be glad to meet with in real life, as we meet with and
know them in Shakespeare’s life-like page.
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And making lying down of lttle worth,
Keeps wake my body, giving monstrous birth
To horrors great enough to cack the mind,
Or make its only use to raise a kind

Of devilish grinning phantoms in my head,
To unseat reason and put up instead

That ghastly blear-eyed fiend, Insanity.
Thus sleep is not repose, but mockery,
And on the morrow mom reality

Takes up my nightly throes, and so am I
A sorry actor in a sormry play,

With none to heed, to sympathise, or stay,

To try a sad and woeful part with me.

I do myself enact a tragedy,

With none behind the curtain, none before,
And so I stroll demurely cross the floor,
Amongst the rushes that do softly hide

The traps that threaten me at every stride.”

Even as he spoke the wind brought to his ear
A rustling noise far off, and cries of fear ;
And as he looked into the dusky light
Of evening, something quickly crossed his sight,
And something followed it by brake and bush.
A cry that trembled into death! a rush
Through underwood urged by the spur of fright ;
And they were nearer and became to sight
More palpable ; yet still might they have been
Two branchless stumps that chaséd o’er the green,
But for the cry that helped his eyes to place
Humanity on what he saw, and trace
Woman and man.

“ Now,” Crispus said, “ I see

It is a maid attacked by Villairy.
They come this way | Ah ! she will pass my cave,
A lucky pass ‘twill be, and one to save
Her soul and body too.”

Another cry,
Heartbursting, and the maiden hurried by.
Then Crispus coming forth to hold her place
Gave out his elbow, and ax headlong, trew
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And to the forest, for the trees will throw
Concealment by the day, until the light
Fading again gives crime again the night.

I overtook and hailed him in his name.

He bade good morrow, asking whence I came,
And wherefore. I said a heavy heart

Had taken sleep away, and made me start
From my uneasy bed before the day.

We walked and talked together ; on the way
He lisped seductive treason, did.confess
Conspiracy was bringing the success

Your villainy denied him. This he swore,
And told me all the plot I knew before.

Such was my cue for action ; our debate

Was hot ; I stood defensive for the State,
And challenged him, at which he laughed outright,
Venting his wanton spleen for very spite ;
Called me the mongrel of a drunken sire,
The Court a brothel, and its king a liar.

Said he, ‘And for that tinselled woman there,
That Empress of a dunghill foul and fair,
There is no more of womanhood in her

Than virtue in the devil ; so tell her, sir.’
The Prince was even in his words more gross,
He bade me tell you seek another cross,

To marvel at a thing you could not see,

And sanctify a lie on bended knee,

Throw gold dust in your hair with look divine
And walk the city in the noonday shine.

He took his many faults upon his head,

We fought before the sun; I left him dead.
But I must credit him and you, his maker,
He did not prove a quaker or a shaker.”

(70 be concluded next month.)
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times when the cleverest man under the sun has less sense thana
mere clown.”

“‘Begin, then, dear papa,” said Frederica coaxingly, “to talk of
something else ; for instance, begin some other subject.”

¢ Apropos, commandant,” continued Herr Bantes, *do you know
that I have sold you? At the price of being fairly rid of the Dead
Stranger, I have sold you to Frederica. Do not take it amiss that I
thus, without leave or licence, disposed of you in your absence. As
former guardian, I thought I might venture to make so free with you.
There, Frederica, go and take him, and be happy together.”

Both sprang up and threw their arms around his neck.

¢ Stop,” continued he, ¢but, Waldrich, off with the uniform.”

“It shall be so,” said the commandant, and his eyes filled with
tears of joy. '

“ And you must take leave of the army altogether ; for Frederica
is to live with her father and mother, and I have bestowed you on
her, not her on you.”

“To-morrow I will give up my commission.”

% Children,” cried Herr Bantes, while he strove to free himself
from the warm embraces of the young pair, “your joy is rather of a
suffocating nature. Mamma, bring us the punch.”

THE END.



N UMBER OXNE.
A RENINISCENCE OF LAST YEAR'S ACADENY.

In the Piccadilly Show,
Is the portrait of a lass
Bravely done.
*Mid the fifteen eighty-three
Works of art that you may see,
There is nothing can surpass—
*¢ Number One :”

Very far above the line
Is this favourite of mine ;
You may see her smiling there,
O'er the crowds.
If you bring a good lorgnette,
You may see my dainty pet ;
Like the Jungfrau, pink and fair,
Mid the clouds.

Are you constant in your loves?
Do you change them with your gloves ?
Pray does Worth pervade your train—
Or your heart ?
Are you fickle, are you leal,
Are your sunny tresses real,
Or your roses only vain
Works of art ?

Ah! no doubt the wizard who
Your delicious picture drew
Is an artist quite as bold
As he’s good.
He would sanctify a saint
And the fairest lily paint ;
Or would gild refinéd gold
If he could.
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I sincerely envy him
Who the fortune had to limn
Her bewitching hazel eyes
With his brush:
Who could study ev'ry grace
In her winsome little face,
And the subtle charm that lies
In her blush.

I am sure it is a shame
That your pretty face and frame,
Ruthless hangers out of view
Seek to hide:
But perhaps Sir Francis G—
And his myrmidons agree,
Peerless angels such as you—
Should be “skyed”!

Ah! were I but twenty-two
I would hinge the knee to you
And most humbly kiss your glove,
At your throne :
Thrice happy he whose sighs
Draw this sweet Heart Union prize
In the lottery of Love
For his own !

If I knew but your papa,
Could I only “ask mamma,”
It is clear enough to me
As the sun
That all thro’ this weary life,
Mid its pleasure, pain, and strife,
All my care and love should be
“ Number One.”
J. ASHB.-STERRY.
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Would he limit the Gentleman’s circulation to his own small circle?
Siz years ago, when the Gemtleman's Magasine was somewhat in-
fluenced by opinions such as that of Joks Bull, seven or ecight
hundred gentlemen bought it, and read it no doubt. When the
present editor, acting on the true principles of its founder, adapted
it to. the spirit of the age, ten thousand ladies and gentlemen
subscribed for it, and endorsed the new management. Let /oks Bull
" take that lesson to heart. No wonder the Conservative party is
always out of office, when we remember that Jois Bull is its chief
weekly guide, philosopher, and friend. Happily the age still gets on
and passes the descendants of Solomon Gills; and it will get beyond
Jokn Bull and Temple Bar, as it gets beyond the possibility of such
an incident as that depicted in the famous picture of “ De Foe
in the Pillory,” with Temple Bar standing by in all its glory, and
wondering, no doubt, when the mild face with its firm eloquent mouth
would be presented to it pale and bloody, for more permanent exhibi-
tion than that afforded by the pillory. Yes, sweep it away, this
crumbling impostor, and let the great tide of human progress flow on.
Even if the remains of that once famous paper, Jokn Bull, be over-
whelmed in the flood of modern thought and sentiment, the world
will suffer no loss. The political party which my contemporary
affects to represent would be gainers by the event.
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As if the Czar’s colossal power
Had set his token Zere,

And Poland, in her dying hour,
Had fled for refuge here.

For there, they said, the martyred Pole
Fell on his native sod,

And gave for Freedom’s sake his soul
A sacrifice to God :

Thought, as his life-blood trickled forth,
Of Sobieski’s fame,

‘When champions of the hardy north
Saved Christendom from shame :

Thought of his own despairing land
When Kosciusko fell,

‘What time the fierce barbarian’s band
Stormed Praga’s citadel :

And breathed a thankful prayer that he
Had burst a tyrant’s chain,

And fought and died a patriot free
On Ostrolenka’s plain.

O e e
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(whether a primé manu 1 cannot decide) drawn under the obnoxious

figures 15.
gur 5 The ¢ Baily” is dust,

And his ““pen” is rust ;

Or would be had he written with a steel “ utinsell” of that kind : and he
and Ralph Cook are long ago out of each other’s way; or shall we
rather say we hope they are both gone one way, even the right way,
and a way by which there is no “falling out.”

Itm pd for Ale and Tobacco for y° workmen beinge
in y¢ cqld waterandmudd - - - - - - - 0 2 6
p¢ W Showell for 6 dayes getting Gravell in the
Radleymore when he complained he had no

worke to goetothen- - - - - - - - - 0 ¢4 O
& allowed himforBeer - - - - - - - - - 0 0 6
p! back out of W' Showell’s Rent, he making

great complait - - - - - - - - - - 0 0 6

Touching simplicity on the part of the historian! Splendid muni-
ficence towards thee, O Wm. Showell ! who wert, I fear (see the last
copied entry before this), much given to * making complaint:"
Canning’s *‘ Friend of Humanity,” with his “ I give thee sixpence'
I’ll see thee first ” was “made of sterner stuff” than our Parish
Baily. The quantum of relief, however, after all, puts one mar-
vellously in mind of the largeness of the boon once conferred on the
agricultural interest by the Legislature, when they took off the tax on
shepherds’ dogs.

1701. May ye 27th,  Spent by consent of severall in
avery Rainey day at Tile cross when wee walked
y® Bounds of S —— Parish- - - - - - - 0o 6 o

O dear departed Dunton and “severall”! how plainly “in my
mind’s eye” do I bchold your “consenting” band! Having been
perchance “oft times in moyer up to the middle legg,” they halt
before the door of the little inn.  Shall they turn in to “tarry here
awhile,” and wet the inside with ale even as the outside is wet with
water? “Cut a tale with a drink!” The Ayes have it—the supplies
are voted—and the Noes, if such there be (the “severall ” leaves
possible doubt of the unanimity of the proceedings), the Joey Humes,
tramp on, saving the “tottle” of their pocket money, and getting the
“tottle” of the rain. Alas! “and is old Double” (Dunton, I should
say) “dead?” And am I on this “rainey” —th of amusing
myself with conjuring up a mental * Teniers” from his pen-and-ink
sketch of the festivity at ‘Tile Cross on that “rainey ~ 27th of May,
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allegations. Such words as “mnice” and “jolly” do, no doubt,
frequently occur, but I must do the ladies the justice to say that when
they use hack terms and phrases, it is generally by imitation, and not
through any poverty of verbal resources ; while many men, if they did
not utter the cant sentence, would have no other words ready in
which to indicate their meaning. ILooking more generally at the
capacity of educated people to put their ideas of the moment into
words and sentences, I find the ladies are far more ready, skilful, and
graceful than my own sex. It is very rarc to hear a lady hesitate for
a word, or halt over the construction of a phrase. Her conversational
sentences are often so neat and so admirably finished that you could
not improve upon them in your study if you were working up her
observations into an essay. In point of composition 1 find the con-
versation of most educated ladies almost perfect ; its only fault is
that it is apt to be a little too conventional. Even in this last respect,
however, I am not sure that the average gentleman of society has any
advantage over the average lady.
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He is not confined to any particular class of society, the cad,
though Clytie rarely encountered but one representative of the great
lying, sneaking, selfish family. You meet the thing, which pestered
Clytie, most frequently west of Temple Bar. He delights to walk in
Belgravia. Bond Street and the Row are his special haunts.  The
most despicable form of the cad is the two-legged animal that walks
from the hips, with rounded arms and insolent swagger, and scems
devoted to the amusement of annoying respectable women and girls
who find themselves alone in the West End streets. Poor Clytie ! this
cye-glassed, stay-laced thing, called a fashionable man; this haw-
hawing, blue-eyed nonentity, sorely beset her, filling her with fear,
and bringing the tears into her eyes. It is true she had bewn
accustomed to admiration in Dunelm, but the rude, vulgar, leering
stare of the London cad in stays was a new and terrible sensation to
her. It almost frightened her as much as the otter scared Mr.
Kingsley’s water-baby. I wonder honest men with wives and sisters,
honest men who honour their mothers, have not long ago united
themselves in a vow to exterminate this creeping vermin of the
streets, which is a blot upon manhood and a curse to society.

Alone in London !

Alone, and with everybody against her; this soft-eyed, dimplcd
beauty of the Cathedral city! Yes, with cverybody against her—men
because of her loveliness, women for the same reason ; both ca
account of the money she had in her purse. It was not much gold
that she brought away from Dunelm ; but many a woman has been
murdered for less.

Thousands of arms seemed to be extended towards her, bttt
none to help. Hands clutched at her on all sides: some for her
purse, some for her watch-chain, some with intent more base and
wicked still.

The great city hemmed her in everywhere with its rush and roar,
with its ebb and flow of human life, with its pomp and glitter, withits
rags and wretchedness ; the great city was all around her, hot and
seething, rattling over the streets, shuffling along the pavemcnts.
screeching on iron rails above and below her; the great dusty city.
hot with the June sun that made a pulsation in the air, and fell in
burning beams upon the pavements. l.ondon was everywhere. She
could not move for it, she could not get away from it. No fields, no
brooks, no quiet lanes and corners ; brick and stone, stone and brick,
shops, cabs, houses, people without cnd—the great whirling, turbu-
lent, reckless city of cities ; the city of love and hate, of poverty and
wealth, the world's emporwm, the cewtre of civilisation, the giant
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Dunelm, and that my mother died soon after I was bomn ; that my
father was a nobleman who married my mother, and ran away and
left her at Boulogne ; she was a famous actress under the name of
Miss Olivia Pitt. But all this is to be a secret at present, my dear
Mrs. Breeze ; it has done me good to tell you,” said Clytie, and the
tears came into her eyes.

“ Yes, yes, my dear child ; but there is no need to cry ; don't be
afraid.”

“I am only crying because I am glad, because you press me to
your heart, because I have been oh! so miserable and wretched, and
I have never known a mother, and it is so nice to be with you. I
shut my eyes and try to think I am somebody's child who loves
me.”

“ My poor dear,” said Mrs. Breeze, with her apron to her eyes,
“ my poor dear, you have been forlorn indeed. I will be a mother
to you, God willing, and who knows but He may have guided your
footsteps here? for, after all, poor folk have the most feeling hearts—
they knows what it is to suffer ; there, there, cheer up, we must make
the best of things; but you have not told me what you think of
doing.”

“ Perhaps you will not agree with me if I do tell you,” said
Clytie; “I think I had better not tell you.”

“ Tell me everything, dear, now you've begun, just as we must tell
all to a doctor or a lawyer, as Johnny says.”

“ Then, my dear Mrs. Breeze, I mean to go upon the stage,” said
Clytie, looking up almost appealingly into Mrs. Breeze’s face, and
waiting anxiously for her reply.

Mrs. Breeze did not speak.

“ To be an actress,” said Clytie, still keeping her eyes fixed upon
the face of the P. K.’s wife.

“You've made up your mind >” said Mrs. Breeze, inquiringly.

“Yes. I was afraid you would be against it,” said Clytie.

“Well, I don’t know, my child. I suppose it runs in the blood.
Your mother was an actress. My grandfather was a soldier, and
although the liking for that kind of life skipped my father, just as the
gout, they say, skips a generation, my brothers to a man, and I've
three of them—at least had, for one fell in the Crimea—all three went
into the army ; there is no accounting for these things, but I only
hope as Harry may not be similarly taken. An actress—well, I don't
see why an actress should not be a good woman, though the tempta-
tions are very great, and the wretches as waits about and stares
at ‘em from them private boxes ; well, I often says to Johnny, when
we gocs sometimes to the play, they ough o be kicked out, but
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pointers and setters in the field in the former country. This is
the second meeting of the west country gentlemen for this kind
of sport, or rather amusement. The former meeting took place
last year in the neighbourhood of Liskeard, in Comnwall ; and, it is
said, proved such an unexpected success that it was resolved to hold
a meeting in the adjoining county this year. The success of both
meetings may justly and fairly be said to be due almost entirely to
the energy and liberality of Mr. Chappell Hodge, who has acted in
the capacity of honorary secretary, and under his management a
large accession of subscribers has this season been added to the lList
of last year.

I believe we owe the honour and credit of the original experiment
of field trials to Mr. Assheton Smith. Mr. Assheton Smith—what a
flood of reminiscences does the name bring to mind !—owns the
beautiful estate of Vaynol Park, and the Vaynol trials have become,
through descriptions with pen and pencil, “familiar in our mouths
as household words.” Here you have “an abundance of birds, fine
air and scenery, and a good open country, where you can see every-
thing without pressing on the dogs.” As Mr. Assheton Smith strictly
preserves the hares for coursing, they are very numerous, so it is a
rare place for discovering if a dog is “free from fur or not.” All
sportsmen know what good scenting counties Devon and Cornwall
are, but Norfolk is perhaps the very best county in England for ficld
trials of the kind held in these days.. Competent people assert
that both Cornwall and Hampshire “are not well adapted for ficld
trials ; the latter county is acknowledged by hunting men to be one
of the very worst in England for scent, scantiness of cover, and is
not noted for an abundance of birds.” And this last remark is cer-
tainly applicable to most parts of Devon and Cornwall.

But good as Mr. Assheton Smith’s ground is, it is not equal to
Shrewsbury ; “ the cover there is still better, and the fields much
larger than in Wales ; the scent, too, would hold stronger. All agree
that the Shrewsbury country is a first-rate one for trials. It is central,
and not so far away as Vaynol, but before Shrewsbury can ever come
to the fore again there must be great changes.” All who are fond
of these trials owe a great deal to those gentlemen who have so
kindly given the use of their manors.

The purpose of holding these trials in the spring of the year is, 1
suppose, in order to find out where are the best dogs before grouse
and other regular shooting commences. But does it ever occur to
the promoters of this new kind of sport that dogs grow disheartened

d cowed if game is not dropped to their point? It is hardly to












SHAKESPEARE'S PHILOSOPHERS
AND JESTERS.
BY CHARLES COWDEN CLARKE.

IV.—SHAKESPEARE'S PHILOSOPHY.

9HHAKESPEARE'S philosophy is emphatically [the philo-
sophy of gvodness. It proclaims its divine nature: its
might of influence. It maintains its preponderance over
N evil,—nay, its existence in evil itself. It teaches its beauty:
its happiness. It declares the superiority of moral worth over even
intellectual worth, of heart beyond mind—and soul above all. His
philosophy has the true poet’s power, of making the spiritual beauty
visible in things material, even while making the most practical use
of meanest matters. He disdains no slightest trifle in his power to
show it in its strongest significance, thereby transmuting it into
mightiest value. “A grain, a dust, a wandering hair,”—a mote, 2
shadow,—a gnat, a worm, “the poor beetle that we tread Leneath
our feet,”—* the small gilded fly,”—a ripple on the water, a painted
bubble, a breath of air—in his hands become things of moment,
conveying noblest, wisest, profoundest lessons. He has the art of
drawing out the core of a plain fact, showing it in its own native
simplicity of beauty; at the same time that he invests it with a grace
and charm of his own. He at once draws Nature in her unadorned
truth, yet embellishes her with a radiant ideality that serves butto
make manifest her veritable purity and integrity. Her white presence
is only made the more distinctly clear by the lustre of his imagery.

Perhaps Shakespeare’s universality is, after all, the predominant
characteristic of his genius—as it is his most wondrous power ;—and
in this essay it shall be my aim to point out the marvellously diversi-
fied nature of his wisdom, which has given us the “ philosophy " of
almost every subject that comes within the range of man'’s considerz-
tion. Collectively, it forms one grand system of the philosophy of
Goop ; individually and specifically examined, it contains nearly every
topic—from the most trivial to the most serious, from the smallest to
the largest, from the basest to the noblest, from the mcanest to the
righest and sublimest.
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Shakespeare’s philosophy of CHRISTIANITY is perpetually made
manifest in the sparit of forgiceness which he inculcates with so
forceful yet gentle 2 monition through the medium of his chamcters.
At the close of “ The Two Gentlemen of Verona ” Valentine's speech
to his penitent friend, Proteus, as he frankly forgives him all past
wrongs, breathes this spirit when he says :—

Once again I do receive thee honest.—

‘Who by repentance is not satisfied,

Is not of Heaven and Earth ; for these are pleas’d :—
By penitence th’ Eternal’s wrath's appeas'd.

There is the same spirit to be traced in the general exchange of
pardon and reconciliation that takes place at the end of * The Merry
‘Wives ” among all the dramatis personez. Even the parched-pea of a
Welsh Parson, Sir Hugh, who vows to be revenged on the Host of
the Garter, comes to inform him of the thieving Germans and their
cozening tricks ; observing : “1 tell you for geod-awill, look you.”

And far more nobly is this Christian sentiment expressed in the
words of Posthumous Leonatus to the remorseful and abject
Iachimo :—

Kneel not to me ;
The power that I have on you, is to spare you;
The malice towards you, to forgive you :—Live,
And deal with others better.

The philosophy of life and death has never been more loftily or
more subtly argued than in our dramatist's pages. Hamlet’s renowned
soliloquy, debating the solemn question of life’s troubles and death's
terrors—the dread alternative between known miseries and possible
evils—is as familiar to us all as our childhood’s lessons ; and the
celebrated speech of Macbeth on life’s shadowy succession of brief
to-morrows is scarcely less so. Upon the same impressive theme—
death—Julius Cesar says, with his characteristic mental power and
stoic courage :—

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

It seems to me most strange that men should fear,
Secing that ¢ death,” a necessary end,

‘Will come, when it will come.

And, with deep pathos, at the close of the tragedy of ** Hamlet,” when
that foreboding shadow falls upon the heart of the young prince, and
he gives note of its visitation in those tender words to his bosom
friend : “ You would not think, Horatio, how ill all is here about my
heart.” And when his schoolfellow proposes to put off the fencing-
match, Hamlet sublimely replies: “Not a whit, we defy augarcy-
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But when the sorrow actually does come then see how the buming
young heart flames out its rejection of cool reason and argument
He hears that he is banished—banished from Juliet, his bride, his
hour’s wife—and what avail then the temperate reflections of
philosophy? To the old Friar's proffered consolation and remon-
strance he passionately retorts :—
' Hang up philosophy !

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom ;

It helps not; it prevails not ; talk no more.

As another instance of the closeness and weight which Shakespeare
-can equally give to opposite sides of a question, I would refer to the
way in which the philosophy of homicide and sudden vengeance,
with the due measure of leniency or penalty they should meet, is
treated in the play of “ Timon of Athens.” The poet puts into the
mouth of Alcibiades just such pleas of extenuation and palliation for
-a deed of the kind as a soldier might naturally be expected to urge;
while, in the mouth of the senator, there is the judicial seventy
proper to a statesman’s consideration of crime that leads to dangerous
latitude from impunity.

In the play of ¢ Measure for Measure ” the philosophy of vice and
-correction, of sin and retribution, of crime and punishment, is
.debated at large. In the person of Barnardine—the Bohemian born,
but prison nursed and bred—we have a wonderfully vigorous example
-of the coarseness, wickedness, and callousness bred of gaol tuition.
The young delinquent, who learns the force of morality, the power of
justice, the rights of mankind, the duties of himself to his neighbour
and of his neighbour to him, from prison walls—having no other
instruction for his tender years than the hard truths to be gathered
from their stony tutelage—runs no chance of becoming any other
than the brutal, insensible Barnardine ; in Shakespeare’s impressive
words : “ A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully but as
a drunken sleep; careless, reckless, and fearless of what's past, pre-
sent, or to come ; fusensible of mortality, and desperately mortal.” For
the multitudes of Barnardines, prison taught and prison punished, in
actual existence, who will be responsible at the last great account?
Those who adjust matters so that no other teaching is provided for
juvenile thieves than prisons, gaols, houses of correction, and peniten-
tiaries ; or the childish malefactors themselves, who know no better
than that to pilfer, to cheat, and to lie are legitimate means of gain-
ing a livelihood, until taught that they are perilous to soul and body
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A warrior in battle, surrounded by his enemies, is thus vigorously
drawn :—
Methought he bore him in the thickest troop,
As doth a lion in a herd of neat :
Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs :
‘Who having pinck’'d a few, and made them cry ;
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him.

What power and majesty there is in this description of kingly
wrath :—
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chaféd lion
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him,
Then—makes him nothing !

And how strikingly he elsewhere depicts-a royal look, thus :—

His eye, as brigl;t as is the eagle’s, lightens forth
Controulling majesty.

Shakespeare has a hawk’s eye himself for peculiarities in birds.
His exquisite passage on the haunts of the martlet, in building its
nest, with the concomitant sweetness and purity of the air where it
breeds, is familiar with us all; but hé has another less intimate,
illustrating superficiality in judgment, and hasty selection ; which, h:
says :—

Like the martlet
Builds in the weather on the outward wall,
Even in the force and road of casualty.

His description of the horse is a wonderful combination of poetic
beauty and accurate knowledge. It is in the play of “ Henry V.,”
where the Dauphin rapturously extols the quality of his charger:
‘“He bounds from the earth as if his entrails were hairs. When I
bestride him I soar, I am a hawk. He trots the air ; the earth sings
when he touches it : the basest horn of his hoof is more musical than
the pipe of Hermes. He’s of the colour of nutmeg; and of the heat
of ginger. It is a beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and the
dull elements of earth and water never appear in him, but only in
patient stillness, while his rider mounts him. It is the prince of
palfreys : his neigh is like the bidding of a monarch, and his
countenance enforces homage.” The celebrated description in the
“Venus and Adonis ” matches this for detail. It is a poet's descrip-
tion, and yet as literal and as knowing in a horse’s good points as a
Newmarket jockey’s might be :—

Round hoof’d, short jointed, fetlocks shag and long,
Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide,
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concentrated spirit of Shakespearian philosophy—/age, and faith in
good. It is'but a single line; but it includes a world of firm and
cheerfyl trust. It is this :—

Time is the nurse and breeder of all goad.

Our poet’s advocacy of Divine right and human advantage, in
royalty, has often been pointed out. He has some strong passages
on the question ; and as beautiful as strong. We should, however,
bear in mind that the passages occur in the mouths of those characters
who necessarily advocate the supremacy of royalty; and therefore
that it is rather the fitness of the dramatist than the poet’s individual
opinion which is here manifested. Claudius, the usurping monarch
in “ Hamlet,” says :—

There’s such divinity doth hedge a king,
That treason can but peep to what it would.

And it is Richard II. who declares :—

" Not all the water in the rongh, rude sea, _
Can wash the balm from an anointed king.

While it is from the sycophant, Rosencrantz, that the following
opinion is promulgated ; which, nevertheless, contains much philo-
sophic truth :— .
The cease of majesty

Dies not alone; but like a gulf, doth draw

‘What’s near it, with it : it is a massy wheel,

Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount,

To whose spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it falls,

Each small annexment, petty consequence,

Attends the boist’rous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

In that metaphor of the gigantic wheel, and its potential effects in
motion, lies a curious denotement of the principle of centrifugal
force, as applied by our modern machinery. But upon the subject
of royalty, Shakespeare has—in his own impartial way of viewing a
question from all sides in which it may be dealt with—given another
passage, which brings the infallibility and supremacy into greater
latitude of consideration; reducing the person in whom royaly
centres to be judged in his human capacity. It is where Henry V.,
disguised as a common soldier, visits his army by night ; and falling
in with three of the men who are debating the question of the
morrow’s expected battle, and expressing their opinion of their royal
leader, returns them this answer: “I think the King is but a man, 15
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e
Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us.
And this deceit loses the name of craft,
Of disobedience, or unduteous title ;
Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious, curséd hours,
‘Which forcéd marriage would have brought upon her.

Elsewhere Shakespeare has declared with equal vehemence the
unholiness of unwilling marriage in these words :—
‘What is wedlock forcéd, but a hell,
An age of discord and continual strife ?

‘Whereas, the contrary bringeth forth bliss,
And is a pattern of celestial peace.

He has entered his protest, too, against wedded union being made
matter of bargain and sale ; against money being made the object,
and not the person beloved. He has never made a joke of money-
matching (like hordes of his successors to the present day) ; he never
‘vulgarised ” anything ; and, above all, never “ vulgarised,” or treated
with a sneer, any principle ; and, by doing[so, tended to loosen the
legislature of social harmony.” He stigmatises that man as “‘abject,
base, and poor, who chooses for wealth and not for perfect love;”
and asserts the dignity of affection and plighted troth, in the

sentence :(—
Marriage is a matter of more worth

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship.

He has, in more than one instance, adverted to the beautiful doctrine
which prevailed at the time he wrote—that a woman is perfected by
marriage ; and he, with his own noble largeness of philosophy and
true spirit of just perception, extended this doctrine of human per-
fectioning by marriage to the man as well as to the woman. It is a
doctrine that might well obtain Shakespeare’s advocacy—poet and
philosopher as he was—since it asserts the holiness and supremacy
of love, as the most perfect and perfectioning essence in the
universe.

Shakespeare's marital philosophy would, of a truth, be question-
able, were we to take a delineation of Petruchio’s character and
conduct as a model of what /¢ deems a husband’s conduct should
be. But he has there drawn an especial case, and one bearing in
some measure upon the prevailing manners of former times. In
thosc ages (so-called “ patriarchal”) men trained their wives as they
did their horses ; they bullied and cowed [I don’t mean a pun), they
cowed and tamed them. And the example that the poet has deduced
‘n Petruchio is a mild and even a refined version of the original
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But the plilvsophy and poetry of love combined dwells in these
superb but less generally quoted lines :—

Love, first learnéd in a lady’s eyes,

Lives not alone immuréd in the brain ;

But, with the motion of all elements,

Courses as swift as thought in every power;

And gives to every power a double power,
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ;

A lover’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind ;

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound,

‘When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d :
Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible,

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails :
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste.
For valour, is not love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ?

Subtle as Sphinx, as sweet, and musical,

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair :
And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.

Shakespeare strongly insists upon the doctrine of smnate tendencics.
inkerent qualities, and sympathetic affinities. In his play of “Cym-
beline,” he has pointedly delineated the force of blood and kindred
inclination, together with inborn disposition.  The involuntary
strength of preference that springs up between the unknown brothers
and their sister—Guiderius and Arviragus towards Imogen, and in
her towards them—is forcibly displayed. And the intrinsic royalty
of nature in the too young seeming mountaineers is no less markedly
wrought. Their supposed father, Bellarius, exclaims :—

O, thou Goddess,
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle
As zephyrs blowing below the violet,
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enchaf’d, as the rud’st wind,
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonderful
That an incisible instinct should frame them
70 rovalty urilcarned ; honour untaught ;
Civility not seen from other: valour,
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop
As if it had been sow'd.

In the character of Perdita in the * Winter's Tale,” Shakespeare
s more occultly, but no wit less emphatically, indicated his theory of






652 The Gentleman's Magazine.

resemblance. It is where Constance’s little son is brought into his
father, King Alla’s presence ; and we have the touching sketch of the
incident in two lines :—

Before All3, during the meaté’s space,
The child stood looking in the kingé’s face.

The father is struck by the child’s look (we all know the por-
tinacious gaze of a child), and he inquires : —

‘Whose is that fairé child that standeth yonder ?

Obtaining no satisfactory answer to his question, the story goes or %
say :—
y Now was this child as like unto Custance
As possible is a creéture to be :
This AllA hath the face in remembrance
Of Dame Custance, and thereon muséd he,
If that the childé’s mother were aught she
That is his wife ;—and privily he sight,
And sped him from the table that he might.

That touch of his sighing, and hurrying from the room to e
his emotion, is in the true dramatic feeling of nature and passion.

To return to Shakespeare. He has given another exemplificaticn
of his philosophy of inherited attributes, in Bolingbroke and his o
sons, Prince Hal and Prince John. The former—throughout ki
successive scenes, as Hal, Prince Henry, the Prince of Wile.
and Henry V.—betrays a constitutional reserve and calculating
foresight akin to the patient biding-his-time policy of his fatke:,

Jolingbroke; while Prince John of Lancaster, in his smooth equivo-
cation and cold-blooded treachery towards the rebel leaders, shuws
the same disposition that guided his parent’s treatment of Extor,
after the latter had been the murderous instrument of his deed
upon Richard II.

Falstaff, with his shrewd eye for salient points of character. makes
allusion to the innate dispositions of both princes, in his famous
speech on sherris sack. Of Prince John he says: “This same
young sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; nor a man cannot make
him laugh.”

And of Prince Hal he says (actually noticing the hereditary
quality I have pointed out): “ Hereof comes it that Prince Harry is
valiant ; for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father. He
hath---like lean, sterile, and bare land—manured, husbanded. and
tilled with excellent endeavour of drinking good and good stor: of
fertile sherris, that he is become very hot and valiant.”
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Grandly, indeed, is the nothingness of ambition, and the poor
futility of worldly strife and grasping, conveyed rather than preached,
inculcated rather than declared, in the philosophical close to the play
of “Lear” ! In view of the old king’s dead body—heart-struck and
poisoned by the envenomed shaft of the hideous ingratitude of his
daughters—Albany relinquishes the crown and kingdom, bidding
Kent and Edgar “rule in this realm ;” while they, on their side, are
wholly lost to such thoughts in the one absorbing contemplation of
poor mistaken, dying humanity.  Philosophy” is indeed instilled
throughout this great drama ; it pervades the whole, no whit less
imperiously, from the inostensible mode of its introduction. We feel
its presence, and gather its wise teaching, rather than find it legibly
stated in so many set lessons. Apart from the thrill of pity amidst
grotesque effect which we feel when Lear persists in addressing
Edgar (disguised as Tom o’ Bedlam) by the title of “ philosopher,” a
singular influence is produced upon us. Beyond the pathetic strange-
ness of hearing one whose wits are diseased by distress call a Bed-
lamite a philosopher, there is the profoundly moving picture of an
erring human soul, in its own dimly-perceived rashness and folly,
yearning after some semblance of wisdom, and seeking to ally itself
with something that to its disordered fancy presents the image of
judgment and discretion. There is hardly a more deeply-touching
subtlety of circumstance than where the wandering old king keeps
close to the crazy beggar, with: “First, let me talk with this
philosopher ;” and when Gloster and Kent endeavour to lead him to
shelter, repeating : “ With him ; I will keep still with my philosopher.”
It is the vague clinging of mistake and delusion to what it believes to
be wise knowledge and experience. That Lear gains truer wisdom
himself out of the very sorrows and distractions that befall him we
learn from many of his reflections upon human life, human action,
and human justice, during his adversity. Here is one—most
pointed amidst its homeliness and fantastic levity :—

Lcar : Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a beggar ?

Gloster : Ay, sir.

Lear : And the creature run from the cur? There thou might'st behold the
great image of authority—a dog’s obeyed in office.

And he follows it up by another—as true as it is bitter :—

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear ;

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold,
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ;

Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it.
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no service as a partisan [a halberd] I could not heave.” And the
other rejoins :—*“ To be called into a huge sphere, and rot to be
seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes should be, which pitifully
disaster the cheeks.”

Shakespeare’s philosophy of knowledge and ignorance may almos:
be summed in these fine fervent words :—

Ignorance is the curse of God :
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven.

Two comprehensive lines which should be inscribed over every
literary institution in the kingdom.

There is a noble passage on the proportionate increase of intel-
lectual with that of physical faculty :—

Nature crescent does not grow alone

In thews and bulk ; but as this temple waxes,
The inward service of the mind and soul
Grows wide withal.

Amidst all his own power of truth in philosophy—nay, the rather
for that very truth and genuineness—our poet has some sharp digs
at would-be philosophy and philosophical pretenders. The pras-
matical parson-pedagogue Sir Hugh Evans is made the medium of
one of these girds at the solemn quackeries of so-called philosophers.
where he says :—‘Let us command to know of your mouth orci
your lips, for divers philosophers hold that the lip is parcel of the
mouth.” Why, what should it be parcel of ?—the great toe ?

Touchstone utters another of these gibes at philosophic cant, when
he observes :—* The heathen philosopher, when he had a desire 0
eat a grape, would open his mouth, meaning thereby that grapes
were made to eat and lips to open.” This equals in profundity the
discovery of Le Sage’s Greek scholar, without whose erudite research
we should never have learned the singular fact that in Athens the
children cried when they were whipped !

Shakespeare’s hit at stoical bragging :—

There was never yet philosopher
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently ;

However they have writ the style of gods
And made a pish at chance and sufferance,

calls to mind Molitre’s Professor of Philosophy who so ill bears the
disparagement of his science that he loses his temper and flares out
more furiously than any of the other Professors of Music and the Ars,
alling to cuffs and blows, by way of arguments for the all-sufficiag
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this that makes Beatrice’s calling him the “ Prince’s jester” so intoler-
able a gibe. She knew it—the hussey '—with her woman's shrewd-
ness in finding out precisely what will most gall the man she prefers,
and he shows that it touches him to the quick by reverting to itin
soliloquy, and repeating it again to his friends when they come in.
A man of lively humour, who is excited by his native gaiety of heant
to entertain his friends by his pleasantry, at the same time feeling
within himself that he possesses yet stronger and worthier grounds
for their partiality, has a peculiarly sensitive dread of being taken for
a mere jester or buffoon. Benedick is no mere airy jester ; his buoy-
ant spirits are no effect of levity or frivolity ; his humour has depth
of feeling as well as mirth in it ; his wit has force and geniality no
less than intellectual vivacity. That little sentence of his, with all its
sportive ease, is instinct with moral good sense : “Happy are they that
hear their detractions and can put them to mending.” Benedicks
wit has penetration and discernment in it. It is he who first traces the
mystery of Hero’s slander to the machinations of Don John. His
speech at once clears his friends Don Pedro and Claudio from any
wilful malice in the accusation, and attributes its origin to the right
source. He says :—

Two of them have the very bent of honour :
And if their wisdoms be misled in this,

The practice of it lives in John the bastard,
‘Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies.

With all his mercurial temperament, yet in a grave question Benedick
can deliver himself with gravity and a noble sedateness, as where he
says: “In a false quarrel there is no true valour.” And througheut
the challenge scene he expresses himself with gentlemanly dignity
and manly feeling ; while we find from the remarks of the Prince
upon his change of colour that he is as deeply hurt as he has tempe
rately spoken. He characterises his own wit in its gentleness and
gallantry towards women when he says to Beatrice's attendant: A
most manly wit, Margaret; it will not hurt a woman.” Thereis
heart in Benedick's playfulness. His love-making (when love
taken) is as earnest as it is animated. That is a fine and fervent bit
of his, at the close of his wooing scene with Beatrice, where she asks
him if he will go with her to her uncle Leonato’s to hear the news,
he answers: ‘I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be buned
in thine eyes; 'and moreover, I will go with thee to thy unclex”
Shakespeare has with lustrous perfection vindicated the sound sense
and sweet heart that may accompany wit in his character of Bene
dick.
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What a worthy chronicle of a worthy intellect! Blessing and
gratitude await our own British Poet of Poets ! for having so glori-
ously proved the natural alliance that exists between true philosophy
and true wit ; for showing us that mirth and jesting—far from pre-
cluding grave thought, sound reason, and sound sense—may be
made their pleasant and gracious vehicle ; and for showing us that
high spirits, cheerful words, and a hopeful heart are but among the
best forms of purest wisdom.

Again, blessings and all loving gratitude to the memory of
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE!
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There are two grand divisions of these circles—high society and
low society—besides what may be called high-low society, which
has a fluctuating tendency, and belongs at times to either extreme.
To begin with the broad distinctions.

High society is very far from being composed of one class, or
having more than the general characteristics in common. It has
circles and circles, whose members meet in large assemblies, or upon
more or less public occasions, but are not in habitual association.
Even the innermost and most exclusive circles are not confined to
their members. They are continually being recruited from the
outside ; and there are three qualifications we are told of by the
author of “ Vivian Grey,” by which an outsider may obtain admission.
To gain the enchanted ground, a man must have blood, a million, or
a genius. That is to say, he may be a man with no advantage of
wealth, but of exceptionally great birth; a man with no advantage
of birth, who has made an exceedingly large fortune ; or a man with
no advantages either of birth or fortune, who has an exceptionally
great genius. It does not follow that either qualification will serve
the purpose as a matter of course, but it wil answer in the absence
of any special drawbacks.

It may be said that a man like Brummel had neither of these
qualifications. He certainly was without birth or fortune ; nor had
he, of course, genius, except for dress and audacity. DBut it was
genius in its way, considering the term in its broad sense, as meaning
originality. However, Brummel had the vantage ground of the
Guards to give him introductions and make his talents known. In
a low grade of life a man might go on tying immaculate cravats and
saying cleverly impertinent things for a hundred years without being
taken up by fashionable society.

As regards women the conditions are somewhat different. Beauty
goes a long way, and, ceteris paribus, will take its possessor
anywhere. But let there be anything like a social flaw, and beauty
will be in the way, in a case where women give the verdict. A
beautiful girl, even though a nobody, may be taken up by a leader ot
fashion, and forced upon society ; but she will have many slights to
endure, and have to depend upon the protection of the men. When
once she is married—the match being a sufficiently good one—she is
safe, and may do as she pleases. A girl in low life cannot make her
way like a man of the same class. There have been a few instances.
like that of Lady Hamilton ; but T.ady Hamilton was, for sufficient
rcasons, never considered respectable, and saw only one side of the

t world. Talent and audacity—fascination of manner and genius












666 Te Gentleman's Magazine.

brutal descripticn. In the pari—where, by the way. a notable ex-
ploit in connection with the railings was mainly their work—they
simply made the review impossible. On the banks of the river on
the boatrace day they placed the lives of hundreds of people in
peril—tearing those on foot almost into pieces, and driving the
horses of those in carriages almost mad with fright. But the worst
infliction for the latter having ladies with them was to be compelled
to wait pending the chance of a passage by the road, and hear the
language of these men and brothers—aggravated, it would seem, in
its usual offensive characteristics for their special horror and disgust.
Allowances must be made for the bitterness which comes from
poverty ; and brutal behaviour is to be accounted for by sufficient
causes. But, pending the solution of the problem how to civilise
the lowest classes in this country—that is to say, how to improve
their material condition and bring them within the influence of educa-
tion—it is impossible to disguise the fact that sympathy with such
natures can be only of the kind that we accord to savages. I sus-
pect that if a man of education and refinement—without any philan-
thropic tendencies—were cast upon a desert island with no other
companions than his dog and a London rough, he would find the
dog the more sympathetic companion of the two. The dog, to be
sure, would not be able to talk; but there are * English speaking”’
classes in this country who can be scarcely said to understand
one another’s language, except so far as mere words are concerned,
and many of these are far from being used in common by the two.
That the lowest orders of society in this country are thoroughly
brutal in their language and manners is an unfortunate fact; and it is
also true that the humbler classes generally are far from being so well
mannered as the same classes on the Continent. I am much afraid
that good manners do not come natural to us in any rank of life—
that they can be gained only by training and education. Say, for
example, that a peer’s son and a ploughman’s son are changed at
nurse, unless one or the other be an exception to the general rule,
the young peer will develop into a clodhopper, and the young
ploughman into a fine gentleman. I am aware that romances are
apt to make out the contrary, but we are here dealing with realities.
One cffect of cducation and breeding is to make their possessor
shrink from intimate contact with those so beneath him in rank as to
retain their rough natures ; and hence the cold and exclusive bearing
of the general mass of educated Englishmen—Englishmen more
necially than Irishmen or Scotchmen ; for among the latter there
exists a sort of feudal respect for rank and birth, which is only












CRISPUS.
A POETIC ROMANCE.

PART IIL

ET us away to softer scenes that grace

The acts of love. Who has not found a face
To cherish by the day and by the night?
Who has not fallen a victim to the light

-Of beauty’s eyes? and dreamt of them, and stored

Together all fond words for his adored ?

1t should be so and is, and who can give

His soul to love has learnt betimes to live.

Hast ever seen betrothéd couple walk

In close embrace, and overheard them talk

And never loved? Or seen their meeting lips

Take nectar and ambrosia in warm sips

And never loved ? or hast thou ever seen

A group of laughing damsels on a green

And never loved ? Hast ever strayed

With gentle friends, or ever prayed,

And never loved ? In bed hast ever sighed,

And watched the moon, and lingered open-eyed,

And never loved ? No, no, it cannot be.

We all have loved, therefore your sympathy

For one who worshippéd at Venus’ shrine

Shall for a little time be linked with mine.

In that same wood where in a deadly swound
The luckless Crispus, bleeding, sank to ground
A cottage crusted with the rime of age
Stood ’'neath a covering of foliage
So thickly-clustered that the boughs could rest
Their heads upon the bushes’ pillowy breast,
And suck the honeyed breath of eglantine,

Or shade the amorous linnets drinking wine
From petalled goblets hung on juicy stems,
Besprinkled with minutest shiny gems,
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To mach a real maiden in her prime :

One who can charm to ecstasy and burn
With passion for the wooer in return?

And Crispas gained in health and sober blood :
He rose betimes and wandered in the wood,
Bathing his forehead in the shaded wind,

With health at heart and love upon his mind,
Thinking upon the chances of his days,

The villain Delon, and the happy ways

That he had come to through the door of death ;
That he had saved the daughter of the man
That split his flesh, that, faint and wan,

He had been cared for : and, strange the end,
His enemy was fatherlike and friend.

That he had been as is a younger brother,

That neither knew in deed or name the other;
That he had saved a maid from canker breath,
That she had saved him from the touch of death ;
That ev’ry coming morrow saw him grow

Deep in new life and in new love also.

Thinking upon his innermost desire,
He lifted up his eyes, and saw the sire
Of her he loved : they met, and at the meeting
Joined in a mutual warm-hearted greeting.
It were too long a story to relate
lLong friendly speeches of a long debate
On the strange present, and the stranger past.
They were as friends. Occasion came at last
For cach to know the story of each other.
Crispus confessed him to his elder brother :
“ Know I am not the beggar youth I look ;
These poor habiliments from choice I took,
For I have been at Court, and seen the shine
Upon the palace-walls of Constantine.
We two have sat together drinking wine
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My limbs in baths aglistering with gold.

Yet I have sat a senator and been

A proud prince ’mong the proudest, and have seen
An emperor wink and smile and did not swerve ;
But there grew emperors more than one might serve
With safety and good conscience, and so I

Went unto none knew whither, none knew why—
I left the search for argosies of wealth,

And came to Nature, and she gave me health,
And such a harvest of content that I

Do love to live, and do not fear to die.

I have grown grey outside the city’s noise,
Consoling me in conquering the joys

That would have left me withered to repine,
Without the heavenly peace that now is mine.

I do not envy kings, though I'll be true

Unto the law, unto myself, and you.

No bridle nor no curb an emperor knows,

No ballast saves him when a tempest blows ;

A little storm of danger throws him down,

And gives unto another robe and crown.

I love you much in that you love this wood,

You could not love it if you were not good :
Nature affords fine laws to punish crime,

Around the sinner’s heart she puts a slime,

And o'er his eyes a film ; he cannot fecl

From her sweet works the thrilling joys that steal
Into the good man’s soul, nor can he see
Creation's charm or hear its poetry ;

His being in a murky pool is hurled.

And he can only rail against the world.

Disease without and discontent within

Are but confessions of ill ways and sin.”

“I do believe, my friend, what you have said :
I, too, believe what many men have said,
That this big world wherein we live is strange.
We cannot keep our good because of change :
If we do well to-day, change comes to-morrow.
And turns prosperity to sorrow.
Change grows a fear to me, for well I wot
“T'will rob me of your counsel and your cot.”



Crispus.

I think not so: change glorifies the earth,
And lends it youth by a continual birth
Of beauty and new life. Who'd seek a sun,
Whose course was never ended or begun,
Blazing at standstill? No, if moveless brine
Mirrored a moveless moon, the shine
Would grow as dull as it is now serene.
We may not alter what has always been,
And could not make it better if we would.
We cannot fashion new fish for the flood,
And though Archytas conjured birds of wood
That flew in air, they were not beautiful,
They had not feathers, could not sing, or cuil
Choice bits of moss to build a downy nest :
Of all things I believe we have the best.”

“ And having got the best of all comes Death,
And gets the best of us with icy breath.”

“ Decay must die that form of fairer face
May come to lovely growth and fill the place
Of faded things. A man when grey and old
Clings not to life ; his very look is cold ;

Age pulls his bald head all about his feet,
He is of mould too mouldy to be sweet.”

“In younger days, my guide, did you conceal
Your early love, or did the heart-ache heal ?
Was it a passionate love, or was it not?
Was it a love serene, or sad, or what ?”

‘““ Concealment, Crispus, never was my bane.
As for my love a witness doth remain,
My child Lucilla! she is one of ”

“ Heaven.”

“ My child Lucilla she is one of seven "——

¢ My very friend, who, with a cruel brow,
Was kindest enemy, I ask you now
To tolerate my speech, for it may be
Indeed a very painful thing to thee—
I love your daughter !”
“ Believe me, so do I.
Her voice is as a chord of minstrelsy.
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I do commend your choice,” whereat he smiled,
“ And love you more in that you love my child.”

What youth can solve the cunning of old men?
Was Marcus glad in jest? Crispus agen
Looked full at Marcus, but he could not trace
The old man’s hidden meaning in his face.
There was for sure a new light in his eyes,
But it was not the lightning of surprise.

They came unto the cottage porch, and there
Lucilla sat, looking exceeding fair,
Spinning thread by hand, and love by brain,
And with a smile humming a pastoral strain.
The amorous prince had eyes and he could see
Beauty enthronéd in simplicity,
And could not harbour any name or thought
But what into existence sweet was brought
By young Lucilla.

So the days went by,
And love grew warmer still, and learnt to sigh !
Lucilla’s heart would not be still : she cried
In bed at night for love, and Crispus sighed
All through the day, until the morrow came.
He could not take her from his mind or tame
His thirsty soul, and so it was until
About his cheerfulness there came a chill
That nipped his cheek ; and so it was and so
Lucilla’s face grew sad and lost its glow.

Most women have a charm in some men’s eycs,
But there be women more complete who rise
So high they have a charm in all mén’s eyes ;
And she was one, a maid so sweetly fair
She seemed to be a thing of summer air.

A maid who, being pretty, is unkind,
Makes war against her beauty, and doth blind
The eyes of wooers, for they cannot see
A flower through a wall—and cruelty
Is as a wall before a pretty face :

It fouls fair features, and it blurs the grace
Which being untarnished is a talisman
That thralls the soul, and puts it 'neath a ban
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"Twas sultry evening, and Prince Crispus slept
Upon a couch. Lucilla softly stept
To watch him in remembrance, for she
Had been beside him in his misery.
Soon suddenly he rose and in alarm
That came from joy, not sorrow, clasp’d her arm,
And said, with trembling of his voice and frame,
“Yes, love, it will be so ; it is the same.
O heaven, I have been full in the blaze
Of paradise. Where am I? Silvery rays,
Areyou Lucilla? What a time of bliss !
O melody, be still, or I shall miss
My sense and sink to everlasting swoon.
You are Lucilla? Yes, that is the moon,
But it is dull that was so crystal white
Ere I did sleep. Forgive me, love, I run
From reason, I behold the glorious sun,
And soon the day will die. O what delight
Has charimed my every. sense ! and even you
Have been my partner and companion true.
Reality of sweetest dreams ! my soul,
Have I not touched the brink ? If this the goal
We rise to let the dull and tedious hours
Come quick as drops of rain in thunder showers,
Till all my days are dead and—if I live
And you are not a shade, Lucille, forgive
My wandering. Though I again have slipped
From up above to earth, yet I have dipped
My being into beauty, and I feel
Celestial finencss through my nature steal.
The scum that clogged my veins, the heavy slime
That weighed me down is gone. O dream sublime !
I'll take thee as an omen from the sky—
A sccret and a promise, too, that I
May hope, Lucilla, that—Lucilla, why
Do you so turn? Have I been mocked above ?
Was it a double dream, and is my love
But wasted hope? Give me a sign, or I—
O thanks to you and heaven—shall I cry,
Or weep, or laugh with happiness, or sigh?
Now could I kiss your lips till they were dry.
I'm through the blue again, and it doth seem
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I wake in ecstasy to find my dream

Giving to airy things vitality,

To vision substance and reality.

Lend me your hand. Come closer, dear,

So I may gently speak and give your ear
The purport of my flight in whisperings.

O for Daphne’s pipe and Psyche’s wings !
That we might rise with music to the tip

Of rosy-cushioned clouds, and softly sip
Ethereal sweets. I would I might convey
My inward pulse of joy to you, or say

As I'dofeel. Yet I will try to make

A little boat of Fancy that may take

Your mind with mine, and you perchance may peep
Into the mazy strangeness of my sleep,

And in relating,”if I downward sink,

New inspiration from your face I'll drink,
And your blue eyes will lift me to the scene;
And I shall be again where I have been.”

Their hands were linked together in a kiss
Of tremulous love, and into dreams of bliss
Lucilla’s joyful mind already ran.

Sinking upon his pillow he began,

With half-closed eyes, and on his face a smile :
“ You think it is my weakness doth beguile
My sense, Lucille.  No, better and not sad,
And though a little weak, I am not mad ;

Or I should still be shrinking to the grave
Without the power a wandering soul to save.
Faint with a mighty love I dared not tell:

It is not so, Lucille, I love you well.

I may not keep my love unspoken now,

For I have taken in my dream a vow

When next that we should meet to tell it you ;
And though I vowed believing I and you
Were long ago immortals it doth seem

I may not trifle with my holy dream.

Though I was in Elysium at its birth,

The good was painted for my help on earth.
This day I dreamt, Lucilla, I and you

Went from the earth: our souls together flew
zz2
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with my own eycs to observe the positions of the stars in the
heavens ; but, lest so many hours should be entirely thrown away,”
he made use of his results to predict the positions of the planets.
“ While thus engaged, I received,” he proceeds, * my first intimation
of the remarkable conjunction of Venus and the sun; and I regard
it as a very fortunate occurrence, inasmuch as about the beginning of
October it induced me, in expectation of so grand a spectacle, to
observe with increased attention.” Nevertheless, his heart was wroth
within him against Lansberg, insomuch that he could not refrain from
the extreme step of “forgiving” himin the following agreeable terms:
“T pardon, in the meantime, the miserable arrogance of the Belgian
astronomer who has overloaded his useless tables with such unmerited
praise, and cease to lament the misapplication of my own time,
deeming it a sufficient reward that I was thereby led to consider and
to foresee the appearance of Venus in the sun. But, on the other
hand, may Lansberg forgive me” (this is exquisite) “ that I hesitated
to trust him in an observation of such importance, and from having
been so often deceived by his pretensions to universal accuracy that
I disregarded the general reception of his tables.” “Lest a vain
exultation should deceive me,” he proceeds, “and to prevent the
chance of disappointment, I not only determined diligently to watch
the important spectacle myself, but exhorted others whom I knew to
be fond of astronomy to follow my example ; in order that the tes-
timony of several persons, if it should so happen, might the more
effectually promote the attainment of truth, and because by observing
in different places our purpose would be less likely to be defeated by
the accidental interposition of clouds, or any fortuitous impediment.”
He was particularly anxious because Jupiter and Mercury seemed by
their positions to threaten bad weather. ‘ For,” says he, “in such
apprehension I coincide with the opinion of the astrologers, because
it is confirmed by experience; but in other respects I cannot help
despising their puerile vanities.” Among the astronomers to whom
he wrote was his friend Crabtree.*

¢ Both these ardent students of astronomy died young. Horrox (or Horrocks, as
his name is now more commonly spelt) was but twenty years old when he calculated
the transit, so that his feat may not inaptly be compared to that of Adams in calcu-
lating the placc of the unknown planet Neptune within a few months of taking
his degree. Each instance of an early mastery of difficult problems was fated
to meet with neglect; but Horrox died before justice had been done him.
Adams was quickly able to prove that his work was sound, notwithstanding the
coolness with which it had been received by the Astronomer Royal. Horrocks
died in 1641, in his twenty-second year. Crabtree is supposed to have becn
" “ad at the battle of Naseby Fic\d.
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not want to know the details of the matter; he only requires general
results. He does not need, for example, to be told precisely how
the sun’s distance is to be determined from observations of Venus;
and probably has no time to follow an explanation, however lucid,
which necessarily covers a good deal of ground, and requires
throughout his close attention.

It seems to me that it is to the following points that the general
reader’s thoughts should be alone or at least primarily directed.

First, as to Delisle’s method. The earth having size, it necessarily
happens that as Venus crosses between the earth and the sun, she
must appear to enter earlier on the sun’s face as seen from some
stations on the earth than as seen from others ; and the same holds
when she is leaving the sun’s face. The larger the earth in propor-
tion to the sun’s distance the greater will these diflerences necessarily
be. So thatif we can tell exactly how great they are, for stations

~ occupying known places on the earth, we can infer how large the
earth is compared with the sun’s distance,—which, of course, is pre-
cisely what astronomers want to know.

This is the principle of Delisle’s method. Now let us see how it
is to be applied, and what difficulties it presents.

It is, of course, desirable to choose places where the difference in
point of time is greatest. Theoretically, then, I should like to set
an observer at that point of the earth’s surface where the transit will
begin earliest, and another at the point (almost exactly opposite)
where the transit will begin latest. These two would (theoretically)
be able to tell us all we want to know. To make assurance doubly
sure, we might set an observer where the transit will end earliest, and
another where it will end latest. Then their result could be com-
pared with that obtained by the others, the two results agreeing, of
course, perfectly, if all the observations were exactly made.

Practically, we cannot set observers on the exact spots here named,
because they would see the sun on the horizon (for reasons which
we need not enter into) just at the very time when they wanted to
see him most distinctly, and no astronomer in his senses expects to
see the sun distinctly in the telescope (however distinct he may seem
to ordinary vision) when near the horizon. Observers, however, can
be set at suitable places nazr the spots referred to.

But now let us consider what such a pair of observers as we
bave mentioned would have to do. Suppose both were observing
the beginning of transit, and that each had a good chronometer
showing Greenwich time, and cond trust Ws chwonometer im-

plicitly.  Then, if each entered In Ws notebodk e W Ve
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indicated as bearing on the astronomical question must (from the nature of the
case) take precedence of all others. But there would be no difficulty in com-
bining with them any other inquiries, of geography, g¢ology, hydrography, mag-
netism, meteorology, natural history, or any other subject for which the localities
are suitable. And I have now to request that you will have the kindness to
communicate these remarks to the Royal Geographical Society, and to take the
sense of the Society on the question, whether it is not desirable, if other scientific
bodies should co-operate, that a representation be made by the Royal Geogra-
phical Society to Her Majesty’s Government on the advantage of making such
a reconnaissance of the southern continent as I have proposed ; primarily in the
interest of astronomy (referring to my official responsibility for the importance of
the examination at this special time); but, conjointly with that, in the interests,
perhaps ultimately more important, of geography and other sciences usually pro-
moted by the Royal Geographical Society.
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She looked in the glass. She is thirty-three years old, though the
lines of her pale and wan face make her seem older. Her eyes are
somewhat sunken, but to-night they are lustrous with the fever of
frenzied expectation. The hair that was so luxuriant is thin and
neatly braided, and here and there streaked with grey.

“I am indeed changed. I wish when he comes home to-night I
could, for one hour—only for one hour—be as I was in the happy
days. But, oh, my darling, our hearts are not changed, they have
not grown old, and in your eyes I shall be sightly !”

The clock struck nine.

“One hour gone ; two hours to pass, and he will be with me.
Unless—but no, no, no—you are too merciful, oh, my God, to keep
him longer from me !”

Again the lone woman peered out into the night. The moon was
higher in the heavens, and the brightness and the glory of the night
cannot be told, exceed all human thought. Mrs. Clayton only
noted that it was fine, and then closed the curtains. She sat ona
low stool and looked at the fire as if the burning coals were living
oracles and she was reading them. But she did not see the fire.
The vision that seemed so real to her was an awakening of memory.
A tall, stalwart man. A man who trod the earth with the gait of a
king. A man who was known for his strength, and for his daring, and
his skill in all manly sports. A man who would have been a hero of
heroes in the ages of yore, when courage and strength were the virtues
which gained present power and deathless fame in the poet's sony.
And this most manly man had been to her tender and gentle. as
true men ever are to women and children. What change has ten
years of woe wrought in him ?

Mrs. Clayton started and looked at the clock. Surely she had
dreamed away the hours! No; dreams are quicker than the lightning.
It was only a few minutes past nine. She went to the sideboard and
unlocked a desk that was on the top of it, a desk that night after
night she carried to her bedroom. She touched a spring that
disclosed a secret drawer, and from that drawer she took a letter.
A carefully preserved letter, but the paper was discoloured and the
ink was somewhat faint. Letters soon grow old and show their age.

“Itis six years since I had this, and then not a word from him
until yesterday.”

She sat down and read the letter, as she had done nightly for
six years. Every word was graven on her heart, yet she read it
eagerly, as if she might discover some syllable that had as yut
escaped her notice.
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address or even the country in which I amliving. I should have seen
you once more, but I feared that I should not keep to my resolve. and
that you would have had the shame of living with a convict. Good-
bye, Ann. For the child’s sake you will bear this parting. For God's
sake do not think I am cold to you! Oh, Ann, oh my true loving
wife, oh mother of my little child, my suffering is too terrible to be
told or to be imagined !
“ HENRY CLAYTON.”

Now that he was coming home, his letter had a new interest. If
he were guilty would she not forget his guilt and press him to her
heart with passionate fondness? Not that love is blind, but clear-
sighted. Hate is blind, for hate can only see the fault on the surface;
while love sees the goodness, even though it be thrice crusted with
vice and folly. “Charity covereth a multitude of sins,” says the Apostle.
Well, in that sense, love is blind; for, clinging to that which is lovely,
it is not prone to note that which is unlovely. But Mrs. Clayton’s
husband was not guilty ; he was innocent and persecuted, and the
love for his wife was in some degree the cause of his suffering. How
could she recompense him for his love? He would have her love,
and be comforted. There was the child, too ; and the child would
be a blessing to him.

As the hour of eleven drew nigh, Mrs. Clayton could neither read
nor sit still. She paced the room with her hands tightly clasped
together. The ten years’ separation was just over. In a little while,
in so many minutes, she will behold her husband !

Ah! can it be true? Isitadream? Is it deliium: Her eye
lids are burning; the pulses of her heart are throbbing Horribly.
Louder than the tick ! tick! tick! of the clock, she hears the thud!
thud ! thud! of her heart. In her brain is a wild whirl of conflicting
memories ; she cannot even for a second keep to one thought. Her
husband, her child, the past, the present, and the future, are thought
of in the same moment. Is this madness? O, that she could hear
the sound of a human voice !

But, no ; she must be alone! He has promised to come to her if
she is alone.

The hour is very nigh. She pauses in her walk, and stands staring
at the clock. Can she note the movement of the hands? Now the
dial is bleared so that she can see neither hands nor figures! Now
the figures are dancing over the dial, and the hands are rushing
round.

“Oh, God' save my reason and wy e until [ have seen him !”
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and cned for you Mother, send him away. He is not my
father.”

While the child spoke the face of the father betrayed the anguish
of his soul When she ceased to speak he neither trembled nor
wept.

“1 will go from you. I should not have come here. You will not
ask me to bear with this :”

Mrs. Clayton held her husband in a strong, passionate grasp.

“She is startled, darling, and knows not what she says. Besides,
they told her you were dead. To-morrow, when she sees you and
hears your voice, she will know you and love you.”

With one hand she held her husband. The other she laid on
Alice.

“ God forgive your unkindness, Alice. This is your father. As you
love him I shall love you.”

The father spoke not, and did not look at the child. Led by his
wife, he left the room and returned to the parlour.

Mrs. Clayton pleaded for the child with the earnestness and force
that is begotten of faith and affection. The conduct of the child was
unkind, but who was to blame? The child, in the midst of the
night, was awakened from her sleep, and told to look at her father,
whom she had not seen for ten years. It was wrong to startle
her. Ere long Alice would reproach her mother for not
preparing her for the blessed event, so that the instant she saw her
father she might have fondled him, as she did in her babyhood.
They must not blame the child. The mother only was in fault.

Henry did not contradict his wife. He looked exhausted and
weary. Hope, fear, sorrow, passion, even despair, had left him. The
act and words of his child had crushed him—not stunned him, for
he was fully conscious—but crushed him. The haughty, unyielding
spirit that had hitherto upheld him in peril and affliction was for a
while prostrate. The strong, fearless, hardened man was as a bruised
reed and as smouldering flax.

The night was far spent, and he told his wife to go to bed, for he
was tired and would sleep on the sofa. But she would not leave him,
and as he lay on the sofa, she leaned her head on him, and when he
slept she slept.

Sleep is often likened unto death. Well, sleep, like death, makes
all men and all things equal. Prince and peasant, the rich and the
poor, the hale and the sick, the captive and the free, the happy and
the wretched, are the same in the hours of sleep. Some awaken to

srrow, and some to oy, but in sleep Mete is an equality of peace.






718 The Gentleman's Magazine.

Magistrates and judges magnified his zeal and ordered him rewards.
Grand juries, to relieve the monotony of finding true bills, made pre-
sentments about the worth and ability of Stot. After a short term
of service Stot was promoted to the rank of sergeant, and, without
being over sanguine, could count upon an inspectorship. But the
soul of Stot soared above dingy blue cloth and regulation boots.
He retired from the public service and became a private detective.
The papers announced the retirement of Sergeant Stot, and Mr.
Fleebight, M.P., questioned the Home Secretary on the subject.
The right hon. gentleman replied that he regretted the loss of
Sergeant Stot’s valuable services, but the Government had no power
to compel men to remain in the force. This was an excellent adver-
tisement for Stot, and forthwith he had a flourishing business. For
getting up circumstantial evidence Stot is unrivalled. Husbands who
are tired of their wives and want to be free to form other alliances
resort to Stot, and if they are prepared to pay, the eminent detective
will procure them the evidence necessary for a decree nisi, or, as
Stot facetiously puts it, for a nice decree. Running down criminals
is not such a sure game as proving a wedded Diana unchaste, but
Stot can always account for failure. He knows the really guilty
party, but he dare not clear up the mystery. Mr. Stot’s offices are
near the Strand. His official establishment is made up of three
persons. There is a stumpy boy addicted to chewing indiarubber.
There is Mr. Dolotski, a Polish gentleman wanted by the Russian
police for a non-political offence, and who has taken up his abode in
England, the asylum for the persecuted. Then there is Mr. Gouger,
an attorney of excellent ability, who has been struck off the rolls for
making free with a client’s money. Besides his regular staff Mr.
Stot retains the services of a score of noted scoundrels, whose
information is well worth the price he pays forit. Mr. Stot drives
a showy trap, and lives on the other side of the water in a stucco
villa of imposing elevation. His establishment would satisfy a gentle-
man of taste, being elegantly furnished and admirably appointed.
Mrs. Stot is the best dressed person in the neighbourhood. When
she visits the theatre ladies turn their eyes from the stage to look at
her priceless point and her wonderful diamonds. Facilis descensus
Averni.  But the ascent of the social Avernus is always laborious and
sometimes impossible. Mrs. Stot is not received. When Stot wooed
and won her he was in the force and she was in the kitchen ; and
her manners have not improved with her fortunes. But she is not
spurned for vulgarity. When the toilette is grand, the jewels precious,
and there is no lack of money, Volgarity s not only excused but is






















































